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CHAPTER L 

LOUIS XVI. AND MABIE-ANTOINBTTE — ^THEIR POPU- 
LARITY — ILL-FEELING AGAINST THE QUEEN — 
CHANGE IN THE SPIRIT OF SOCIETY. 

The same warning-voice which had so boldly up- 
braided the vices of Louis XV., calling on the guUty 
sovereign to repent ere the hour of repentance should 
have once more gone by, now ushered in the opening 
reign with accents of prophetic woe. 

Jean of Beauvais, bishop of Senez, was enjoined 
to preach the foneral sermon of the deceased mo- 
narchy whom he had so unsparingly censured in 
all the pomp and pride of his kingly power. The 
austere prelate belonged to the strict and uncom- 
promising portion of the French clergy ; he fuLGUed 
his arduous task with mournful but courageous 
severity. The aspect of perishable mortality could 
not awe him into pitying and treacherous silence^ or 
make him flatter, with lying lips, the many errors of 
the royal dead. He spared them not : openly alluding 
to the impopularity of Louis XV. during the latter 
years of his reign, he uttered this striking and — for 
absolute sovereigns — ever-memorable remark : " The 
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4 WOMAN IN FRANCE. 

people," said he, solemnly, "have not perhaps the 
right of complaining, but theirs is at least the right 
of remaining silent : their silence then bjecomes the 
lesson of kings." 

Whilst pronouncing the funeral oration of Louis 
XV., the orator seemed to be also lamenting over 
the dark era of vice and' philosophy ; which, though 
bom beneath that monarch's sway, was not now, like 
him, going down to the tomb. The Bishop of Senez 
addressed the whole eighteenth century in a tone of 
gloomy foreboding. He acknowledged the intel- 
lectual progress France had made; but he bitterly 
reproached the age for its impious and profligate 
philosophy. ** We shall have no more superstition," 
he mournfully observed, " because religion will be 
extinct ; no more false heroism, because honour will 
have ceased to exist. . . Behold I ye bold spirits, the 
ruin caused by your systems I Tremble at your suc- 
cesses, and at a revolution more fatal than the here- 
sies which have changed the aspect of several states 
around us : for there, at least, men still worship and 
live virtuously. And shall our unhappy descendants 
have no faith, no honour, and no God? O, holy, 
Gallican church 1 O, most Christian kingdom 1 God 
of our fathers, have mercy on posterity I" Few 
heeded the warning of the too-clearsighted bishop, 
who lived to see the revolution he had foretold. 

Voltaire answered the Bishop of Senez's attack on 
the eighteenth century, in a strain of coarse, personal 
abuse. He accused him of ingratitude, for having 
boldly alluded to the vices of Louis XV.; which 
he, Voltaire, termed love weaknesses/ With equal 
effrontery, he declared that, at no other epoch had 
there been seen so many princesses renowned for 
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their virtue, or so great a number of disinterested 
and noble-minded ministers. " Never," he proceeds, 
** have men been happier and more enlightened" — 
the fruits of this happiness and enlightenment be- 
came manifest at the French Revolution — "never 
has society been more amiable, and animated by 
stronger feelings of honour. Never, in short, have 
belles lettres exercised a greater influence over the 
manners and feelings of the people !" 

The tone of Voltaire's answer to the Bishop of 
Senez gives a correct idea of the wilful blindness 
of the philosophers. Surrounded by a general cor- 
ruption, which they had aided and enlisted in their 
cause, of which traces might be found in all their 
works, they had the guilt and folly to deny its very 
existence. The individuals who shared the gloomy 
presentments of the Bishop of Senez were, indeed, 
very few ; the mass of the nation hailed with rapture 
the reign of Louis XVI. : less, however, through love 
of the new king, than from a feeling of deep hatred 
for the memory of his predecessor. ** I never saw," 
observes the traveller Swinburne, " joy more visible 
than it appears to be on the loss of this same Louis 
le bien-aim6." Without examining from what motive 
arose the enthusiasm of the people, or what hopes 
their accession to the throne was doomed to realize 
or disappoint, the young sovereigns ingenuously re- 
joiced over their brief and unearned popularity. 

The king had then reached his twentieth year. 
His features were heavy and commonplace, but of 
a mild and benevolent expression. His person was 
awkward and ungainly ; his manner timid, hesitating, 
and abrupt. Without being mean or vulgar, his bear- 
ing had none of the conscious dignity which becomes 
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the exercise of royal power. It was Impossible to be- 
hold him and not to feel that the respect he received 
was paid to rank alone. The character of Louis XVI. 
corresponded with his personal appearance : pious, 
kind-hearted, humane, but weak and timid, his vir- 
tues were of those which secure affection and esteem, 
whilst they ever fail to command admiration. His 
intellect neither rose above nor sank beneath ave- 
rage excellence. He was, however, one of the best 
geographers In his kingdom, and drew up, with his 
own hand, the Instructions for the expedition of the 
Ill-fated La Perouse ; who attributed them to mem- 
bers of the Academy of Sciences, and was greatly 
astonished to learn that they emanated from the 
king. His chief pleasures were hunting and smith- 
work, in which he excelled ; his tastes and feelings 
were essentially simple and homely: everywhere, 
save on a throne, he would have been happy and 
respected ; but with all the virtues of a private man, 
he had none of those that a monarch should possess. 
The keen, unerring sense that reads through men 
and men's motives, the skill to avoid needless danger, 
the daring to brave It, the power and energy that fit 
a man for strife and victory, were all wanting in 
Louis XVL Weak and resistless between his friends 
and his enemies, always influenced by the last speaker, 
he never knew how to carry out the plans for reform 
with which he opened his reign. Of aU the high qua- 
lities a king should own, he had but one : the patient 
and almost sublime endurance of Irremediable mis- 
fortunes. 

The feelings generally Inspired by Louis XVL, at 
the epoch of his accession to the throne, were esteem 
and hope : these feelings rose Into enthusiasm when 
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he appeared in public with his young and lovely wife. 
From her first entrance into the country over which 
she was destined to reign, Marie- Antoinette had 
excited, by her grace and beauty, a universal senti- 
ment of admiration. When the chivalrous Duke of 
Brissac, then governor of Paris, received the young 
dauphiness in his official rank^ his sole harangue was 
the gallant assurance that, in the crowd around her, 
she had already made the conquest of two hundred 
thousand lovers. ** Ah 1 the good people !" both she 
and the dauphin artlessly exclaimed, as they saw 
themselves surrounded in the Tuileries by a respect- 
ful and loving multitude. Though the dauphiness 
was then little more than fifteen, she displayed a 
singular degree of tact and address. On returning 
from Paris to Versailles, she said to her father-in-law : 
— *^ Oh ! we have been so kindly received ! How 
much you must be loved !" Thus delicately attribut- 
ing to the affection felt for the king the sudden 
popularity, of which he might otherwise have shown 
himself jealous. On the evening of her arrival, she 
supped with the princes, and several court ladies, 
among whom was Madame du Barry. Louis XV. 
unblushingly introduced the profligate courtesan to 
his daughter-in-law. The youthful Marie- Antoinette 
deeply resented this indignity ; but, not wishing to 
testify her anger too openly, she merely asked, 
what was the beautifdl Madame du Barry's office at 
court. *'To please and amuse the king," was the 
courtier-like and ambiguous reply. "Then I shall 
become her rival," answered the dauphiness, with a 
smile. 

Marie- Antoinette was in her nineteenth year at 
the death of Louis XV. Years had ripened her love- 



8 WOMAN IN FRANCE. 

liness, whicli had still all the bloom and freshness of 
youth. Graceful and gay, even more than strictly 
beautiful, she exercised, on all those who approached 
her, a deep and irresistible fascination. To the golden 
hair, the dazzling fairness, and the brilliant complexion 
of anorthembeauty, she united all the grace and anima- 
tion of the south. Her oval and expressive counte- 
nance was rendered remarkably characteristic by the 
high, clear forehead, delicately-formed aquiline nose, 
and full Austrian lip, hereditary in her race. The 
admiration her personal attractions called forth was, 
however, always tempered by the homage due to her 
rank. The penetrating glance of her fine blue eyes, 
the mingled pride and sweetness of her smile, and the 
striking elegance and dignity of her carriage, whilst 
they added to the loveliness of the woman, never 
allowed the beholder to forget the queen. Marie- 
Antoinette had been educated for the express purpose 
of appearing with the utmost advantage at the court 
of France. She readily acquired all the tact and 
frivolous grace necessary to a princess who was des- 
tined to reign over the most polished and fastidious 
nation of Europe, and to mingle with women of 
unrivalled taste and elegance. But, further than this, 
the teaching she received did not, unfortunately, 
extend. In every external matter, she was perfectly 
accomplished; she failed in those essential points* 
which it is the duty of true education to develop. 
To a prompt, unreflecting mind, a frivolous and 
haughty temper, she united a nature full of rash but 
noble impulses. Though she appeared to have in- 
herited all the determination of her mother, Maria- 
Theresa, she wanted the sagacity and courageous 
calmness which distinguished the empress - queen. 
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Ardent, generous, and imprudent, Marie- Antoinette 
seemed destined to dazzle for a moment the court 
over which she doubly reigned, as woman and as 
queen ; to share and embitter her husband's fatal 
destiny ; and to shed around the story of his reign 
the melancholy charm of her beauty, heroism, and 
misfortunes. 

No signs of this gloomy future were yet visible. 
The horizon was one of unclouded serenity. None of 
those who crowded around the loved and admired 
Queen of France could foresee the dark prison-house 
that was to replace her brilliant court, or the scaffold 
which closed her brief and sad career. But, even at 
that epoch of universal hope and joy, many were those 
who beheld, with secret disaffection, the daughter of 
Maria-Theresa seated on the throne of France. From 
the opening of her reign, a party, inimical to the 
young queen and the Austrian alliance, watched with 
hostile glance every imprudence of Marie- Antoinette. 
It has been mentioned, in the preceding pages, that 
Choiseul, in order to preserve himself in his position 
of prime minister, after the death of Madame de 
Pompadour, had married the dauphin to a princess of 
Austria. This union was, at the time, viewed with 
displeasure by the greatest portion of the nation. 
France had been for too many centuries at war with 
Austria, and the alliance concluded with that power 
through Madame de Pompadour was too thoroughly 
hateful, for the marriage of the heir to the crown 
with Marie- Antoinette, not to be generally viewed 
with disfavour. The superstitiously-inclined did not 
fail to notice the many fatal omens which had ushered 
in this unhappy union. A mysterious and melancholy 
fate had, they said, been predicted, during her youth, 
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to the favourite daughter of Maria-Theresa. She 
left Vienna amidst the mourning of the whole people, 
and images of grief and horror greeted her on her 
arrival in France. The pavilion prepared for her at 
Strasburg was hung with tapestries representing 
Medea still covered with the blood of her children, 
and the hapless Creusa writhing in the agonies of 
death. A terrific storm burst forth on her marriage 
day ; and the splendid fireworks given on the Place 
Louis XV., in honour of her nuptials with the 
dauphin, cost the lives of several hundred persons, 
who perished on the same fatal spot where both she 
and her husband were afterwards to suffer. Marie- 
Antoinette probably thought little of these incidents : 
so far, at least, as their relation to the future was 
concerned ; but there were others who treasured up 
these circumstances in their hearts, and dwelt upon 
them with superstitious dread. 

Apart even from the prejudice her Austrian birth 
raised against her, the young dauphiness was so 
unfortunate, on her arrival in France, as to make 
numerous enemies, on a ridiculous point of etiquette. 
Maria Theresa had requested of Louis XV., that 
her daughter's cousin. Mademoiselle de Lorraine, 
might dance a minuet at the marriage -ball, imme- 
diately after the princes and princesses of the royal 
family. The French duchesses opposed this in the 
most vehement manner, declaring that they recog- 
nised no intervening rank between themselves and 
the princes of the blood, and that if Mademoiselle 
de Lorraine were allowed to dance her minuet, to 
the detriment of their privileges, all the court ladies 
would abstain from appearing at the ball. Louis 
XV. vainly asked them, as a personal favour, to 
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waive their right for once : they inexorably refosed. 
The dauphiness was greatly offended at their obsti- 
nacy. Having procured one of the letters which 
Louis XV. had addressed on this subject to his 
rebellious aristocracy, she put it away carefully, and 
wrote on the margin ** Je nCen sauviendrai,^ 

From this apparently trifling matter sprang that 
vague and mutual feeling of mistrust which always 
existed between Marie-Antoinette and the high court 
nobility. This feeling was increased by the resent- 
ment the queen felt for the comparative neglect with 
which she had been treated until her husband's ac- 
cession to the throne. 

Madame du Barry was all powerful during the 
latter years of Louis XV.'s reign. Whilst she was 
surrounded by assiduous courtiers, the proud young 
dauphiness was scarcely allowed to share that gene- 
ral influence of which women are often more jealous 
than of the substantial realities of power. An un- 
acknowledged struggle was incessantly carried on 
between the dauphin's wife and the king's mistress. 
Madame du Barry protected the retrograde party, 
and Marie -Antoinette gave what little power she 
possessed to the Duke of Choiseul and the philo- 
sophers : the very men whose imprudence was pre- 
paring the Revolution. 

Although she was too haughty to show how deeply 
the slights of the courtiers had wounded her, Marie- 
Antoinette never forgot them; and, perhaps, mani- 
fested her resentment and contempt too openly, when 
she received, as Queen of France, the homage hitherto 
paid to Madame du Barry. This conduct did not 
tend to pacify the anti- Austrian party, who soon 
began to spread rumours injurious to the young 
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sovereign. Her lightheartedness and love of plea- 
sure were insidiously construed into a tendency to 
satire, and a wish for guilty and forbidden amuse- 
ments. One of the most innocent errors of Marie- 
Antoinette — ^her disregard of etiquette — ^proved, how- 
ever, very fatal. The ancient customs of the land 
fettered the sovereigns with numerous and tedious 
usages, which had the advantage of not allowing a 
shadow of reproach to rest on the name of the mon- 
arch's spouse. It was felt that, like Cesar's wife, 
she should not even be suspected. Confiding and 
inexperienced, the queen, who disliked restraint, 
hastened to free herself from the constant surveillance 
exercised upon her by her titled attendants. She 
thus merely complied with the independent spirit of 
the age ; but this freedom of conduct subjected her 
to grievous misinterpretations. A queen who could 
walk out without hoops, and who, in her retreat of 
Trianon, actually requested all the guests to be 
seated in her presence, was indignantly pronounced 
— ^by the virtuous dowagers of the court of Louis 
XV. — capable of any impropriety. It is a fact be- 
yond doubt, that the infamous calumnies against the 
queen, and of which the traces are not yet wholly 
effaced in France, first originated amongst the no- 
bility. 

With the recklessness which always characterized 
her, Marie -Antoinette did little to conciliate the 
nobles of her court. She had not forgotten their 
subserviency to Madame du Barry, or their conduct 
towards Mademoiselle de Lorraine at the epoch of 
her marriage ; and she both laughed at and despised 
their aristocratic pretensions: well knowing that 
scarcely even one amongst the highest families was 
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free from the stain of some financial mesalliance. 
This latter consideration induced the queen not to 
consult merely high birth in the gift of those places 
and favours which were at her disposal, but to be 
guided chiefly by her own personal feelings and 
affections. The great families, who looked on all 
the posts at court as theirs by right, were profoundly 
irritated to see them bestowed on those persons 
whom the queen's friendship had alone raised from 
obscurity. Marie -Antoinette cared little for their 
discontent ; policy was never her favourite virtue : 
she did not see the necessity of sacrificing her own 
inclinations to those whom she had been accustomed 
to consider as mere dependants on royalty ; and she 
was still less disposed to fetter her freedom with the 
dull and wearisome routine of etiquette. 

Her tastes were naturally simple : a solitary walk 
in the wild and shady gardens of her favourite Tria- 
non delighted her more than all the stately magni- 
ficence of Versailles, with its terraces, broad avenues, 
and sculptured marble fountains. Marie- Antoinette 
often displayed the natural kindness of her heart in 
these lonely promenades. None ever implored her 
pity in vain : she indiscriminately relieved the 
wretched beings who sought her assistance. Her 
benevolence had all the sincerity and indiscretion of 
youth. Although these morning excursions were 
perfectly innocent, the queen trusted too exclusively 
to the love and esteem of the people as her safeguard 
against calumny. Her generous nature deceived her 
with respect to the real worth of popularity. Heed- 
less of the future, she welcomed royalty as a glorious 
vision, fraught with happiness and joy. Time alone 
showed her that even the bright diadem she wore 
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might in the end become a sharp and heavy crown of 
thorns. 

The example of the queen, though generally re- 
proved^ was almost imiversallj followed The fashions 
daily became more simple, and less of the old osten- 
tatious formality marked social intercourse. Since 
the death of Louis XIV., the rigid etiquette of 
former times had gradually decreased. Nothing was 
so calculated to banish it entirely as the growing 
importance given to assemblies : it is when men meet 
seldom that a feeling of jealous restraint marks their 
intercourse. As the eighteenth century progressed 
and drew to a close, that ardent desire of equality 
and freedom, which ultimately broke forth in a san- 
guinary revolution, induced those persons who then 
composed good society to indulge in all the liberty 
consistent with their habits. Although a great de- 
gree of independence already prevailed, yet, in order 
to render it more extensive still, the mistresses of the 
most fashionable houses of Paris disposed their draw- 
ing-rooms as cajisy with separate tables, refreshments, 
cards, and newspapers, for the convenience of the 
guests ; who were ahnost as free from restraint as if 
they had really been in a place of public resort. 
When the queen admitted men at her table — an 
innovation till then unheard of — the etiquette of 
ordinary life naturally relaxed its severity. A more 
moral and democratic tone seemed to pervade every 
class of society; individual merit openly took its 
legitimate rank ; the bourgeoisie adopted a more con- 
fidant bearing, and the nobles a tone of greater com- 
plaisance : the barriers of prejudice and station daily 
yielded to the increasing desire of equality. 

Though Louis XYL did not at first feel for the 
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queen that passionate attachment with which she 
afterwards inspired him^ his moral and religious 
feelings inclined him towards a calm domestic life ; of 
which he felt that it was his duty to give the first 
example. Whilst the court was still in mourning 
for his grandfather, the king, who could not then 
indulge in hunting, took long matrimonial walks 
with the queen, in those gardens of Choisy where 
Louis XV. had formerly attended the beautiful 
Madame de Chateauroux. On the day following the 
first of these promenades, several worthy couples, 
little remarkable for conjugal afiection, took pattern 
of the royal pair, and had the courage to walk arm- 
in-arm together for several hours. This was con- 
sidered a heroic instance of the power of flattery. 
Though decency is not virtue, it has still some value. 
If the Court of Louis XVI. was not in reality more 
moral than that of his predecessor, it was by far 
more respectable and decorous. The novels of 
Voisenon and Cr^billon were no longer read openly, 
and even the name of Voltaire could not shield 
from blame the licentiousness of some of his pro- 
ductions. 

The reign of Marie- Antoinette and Louis XVI. 
may thus be said to have ushered in a remarkable 
change in the history of French social life. Pre- 
viously to the death of Louis XV. the spirit of 
philosophy had already undergone some modifications. 
After being gross and licentious under the regency, 
exact, ironical, and reasoning, in the middle of the 
century. It now assumed a sentimental and levelling 
tendency, which contrasted with the sensual and 
aristocratic doctrines of Voltaire. The aspect which 
society presented was in accordance with the spirit of 
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the authors in fashion. The enthusiastic Kousseau^ 
the grave and domestic Kichardson^ the sentimental 
Sterne^ the pastoral Gessner^ his disciple, Florian, 
St. Pierre, the author of Paul and Virginia, had 
replaced the cold sceptics of preceding years. Phi- 
losophy now assumed a wholly different tendency. 
Viague desires for the general progress of humanity, 
undefined aspirations towards excellence, and exag- 
gerated manifestations of feeling (which were ironi- 
cally stigmatised by the name of sensiblerie) began to 
characterize French society. 
^ In the environs of Paris, and in several of the 
provinces, moral festivals were established. Prizes 
were given to the most exemplary young girls, to 
pious children, and to kind mothers. — A prize for 
maternal kindness ! Good actions and useful labours 
, w^re also rewarded. In one place La F6te des 
Bonnes Gens was enthusiastically celebrated. In 
another, La F6te des Bonnes Moeurs (pure morals 1) 
was held with much applause. 

Such festivals and ceremonies might, perhaps, have 
been natural and appropriate in a pure and primitive 
social state : though it is likely that in such a state 
they would not have been thought of; but in France, 
in the eighteenth century, in the very centre of a 
corrupt and decaying world, they were duly hollow 
vanities, — a mere philosophical varnish, too trans- 
parent to hide the foul corruption which lay beneath 
this fair seeming of virtue. This affectation of ex- 
ternal show, so well named "Emphase Philosophique," 
was essentially opposed to the pure internal morality 
of Christianity. In this distinction between meretri- 
cious ornaments and austere beauty, lay the diffe- 
rence of the two systems. 
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Madame Kiccoboni^ a clever authoress of the 
period, detected, with her usual tact, the ridiculous 
aspect of this new mania. " What 1" she petulantly 
observed, ** cannot an author now write ten lines 
without exclaiming *Oh, goodness I' 'Oh, benevo- 
lence!' *0h, humanity I' 'Oh, virtue!'" There 
was> unfortunately, too much of the specious moraKty 
of Rousseau in this display of refined and elevated 
feeling. Because men spoke with rapturous enthu- 
8ia«m of virtues they never practised, they thought 
themselves virtuous. Dissipated and ambitious 
women gravely discussed the charms of a calm, 
retired life, and dwelt with emphasis on the pure 
pleasures of platonic love. But even in this exag- 
gerated philanthropy there was much that was good 
and true. The doctrines of love and equality on 
which it rested were derived from Christianity ; 
and, although the philosophers marred their beautiful 
and primitive simplicity by an inflated and de- 
clamatory enthusiasm, they could not destroy the 
serene loveliness of the divine original. This *' sen- 
siblerie," however ridiculous it may have been, was 
only the weak side of a very important change in 
the feelings and opinions of the French people. 
According to another observation of the keen^ighted 
Madame Riccoboni, depth had now become the folly 
of a nation once celebrated for its graceful frivolous- 
ness. The example of England had greatly con- 
tributed to this change. Both men and women 
began to ask themselves if there were no higher 
object in life than mere pleasure. Court intrigues, 
and the adventures of profligate nobles, no longer 
engrossed exclusively every conversation. The de- 
clamations of Bousseau, and the pastorals of Florian, 

TOL. II. c 
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gave fashionable people a taste for the country, 
which displayed itself in imitations of the English 
cottage life, and in such fanciful " bergeries " as that 
of Trianon, where Marie- Antoinette, her husband, 
and a few chosen friends, assumed the character of 
peasants, and endeavoured to feel as happy as the 
humble beings they represented. 

Florian was popular, but the favourite writer of this 
epoch appears to have been the novelist Richardson : 
** that sublime genius," as Diderot enthusiastically 
called him. When questioned once concerning his 
own affairs, the French philosopher could only answer 
by broken exclamations of, " Oh, Pamela ! Oh, Cla- 
rissa ! My friends I Oh, Richardson I " This spirit was 
carried by the women to an extravagant height. 
Madame de Tesse, on being shown by Richardson's 
son-in-law the grave of her favourite author, in 
Saint Bride's church, knelt down on the hallowed 
spot, and there shed such an abundance of tears, that 
her guide thought she must certainly faint away from 
excess of emotion. The sober citizen was no little 
alarmed at her extraordinary behaviour, and hence- 
forth showed himself somewhat reluctant to exhibit 
the tomb of his deceased relative to French ladies 
of such exquisite feelings. The fashionable foibles 
naturally took the tone of this extreme sensitiveness. 
Geometry and bel esprit were almost out of date. 
Ladies were now afflicted with mysterious diseases 
springing from the delicacy of their nature. Vapours, 
and fainting fits returning at stated periods, became 
the prevalent complaints, whilst plays of the most 
tender and lachrymose cast had alone the power of 
pleasing the public. 

A republican feeling accompanied, however, this 
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philanthropic reaction* The fashions took a Grrecian 
aspect^ and antiquity was now less studied for its 
literary resources than for its political characteristics. 
Art fashioned itself according to the prevailing mood. 
The days when Watteau and Boucher interpreted 
the poetry of Chaulieu^ Bemis^ and Gentil Bernard 
by voluptuous paintings, were past. Greuze now 
painted pictures in the style of La Chauss^e's 
plaintive comedies, whilst the academical vein pre- 
pared the young David to be the painter of the 
Revolution. This admiration of republican principles 
was first professed by the nobles. It was they who 
applauded in the palace of Versailles the " Brutus" of 
Voltaire, acted in the presence and by the command 
of royalty. These two lines, 

^* Je suis fils de Brutus et je porte en mon coeur 
La liberty gravee, et les rois en horreur," 

were received with enthusiastic acclamations. The 
imprudent and inconsistent admirers of republican 
freedom were the same nobles who, after aiding and 
encouraging the Revolution, turned from it as soon 
as it seemed likely to injure their privileges ; and 
who, under the name of 6migr6s, armed all Europe 
against a republic which partly owed its existence to 
their efforts. 

In this, however, as well as in many other points, 
the nobles are scarcely to be considered free agents. 
Carried down the tide of opinion by the irresistible 
impulse of their age, they never rightly understood 
the stem task they were fated to accomplisL It is 
seldom that the ideas destined to benefit the people 
are first called forth, or even propagated, by them. 
The philosophy of the eighteenth century was essen- 

c 2 
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tially axistocratic in its origin. From princes to 
nobles^ from nobles to financiers, from these to 
bourgeois, and from the bourgeoisie to the people, 
the new doctrines slowly descended in ever-widen- 
ing circles, until the last broad ring of all embraced 
the whole nation. And then, but not till then, did 
thoughts shape themselves into deeds: 

This gradual descent was very visible : it ought to 
have been equally significant. A traveller returned 
to France under the reign of Louis XVL, after 
having been several years away: he was asked 
what change he found in Paris since his former stay, 
— ** Nothing,** answered he, ** save that they are now 
saying in the streets what was formerly said in the 
drawing-rooms." 

The traveller was right : " philosophy " had gone 
down to the people. It had shattered moral and 
religious feelings, in the minds of those whom such 
feelings alone could render patient under the weight 
of their misery. In a deep and thrilling voice it 
had told the injured of their rights as men : it had 
reminded them of their many galling wrongs. Habit 
still made them sufier in silence, but the seed of 
future vengeance was sown. 
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CHAPTER 11. 

DECLINE OF THE BUBEAUX d'eSPRIT. — MAfii- 
CHALE OF LUXEMBOUBG. — ^MADAME DS BEAU'^ 
HAENAI& — MADAME NECKEB. — OEBMAINE 
NECKEB. 

The remarkable change indicated in the preceding 
chapter as having taken place in French society, had 
not yet caused it to forego its exquisitely polished 
elegance. The rule of woman over this artificial 
world was, however, now passing rapidly away. 

Madame Geoffiin and Mademoiselle de Lespinasse 
died in the earlier portion of the reign of Louis XVI., 
and no ladies of equal tact or talent were found to 
seize on the power they thus left vacant. Old, blind, 
ill-tempered Madame du Deffand still remained ; but 
she, alas, now uttered many querulous complaints 
concerning neglect and ingratitude of friends, who 
all abandoned her in her old age. Bent double with 
years, her quick intellect unimpaired, her memory 
still stored with tales of the regency and many a 
scandalous anecdote of the days, of Louis XY., she 
stood amid the new generation, sightless and alone, 
a withered relic of the past. How strangely must 
die — so frankly selfish and inexorably real — have 
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wondered at all the strains of high-flown sentiment 
and lofty philanthropy which suddenly broke forth 
upon her ear. Well might she also feel chagrined to 
note how her own caustic wit, though still keen and 
brilliant as ever, had lost its wonted power to dazzle 
and attract. Poor woman! she had outlived her day. 
Light, epicurean philosophy, satirical wit, late sup- 
pers and good cheer, had vanished before fine feeling, 
pastoral lore, and primitive simplicity of manners. 
Suppers were almost immoral, now that the golden 
age was to return, brought back to earth by the 
*^ contrat social," and that poor suffering hiunanity 
was to be regenerated without toil or woe. 

Like all those who resorted to Paris for amuse- 
ment, Walpole noticed this alteration with evident 
displeasure. "They may be growing wiser," he 
pettishly observes, "but the intermediate change is 
dulness." The era for bureaux d'esprit was, how- 
ever, gone beyond recall. Philosophy, indeed, no 
longer sought the aid of their fostering care ; it did 
not even need them as those central points whence 
it formerly disseminated its doctrines far and wide. 
The whole spirit of the nation had become philo- 
sophic; every drawing-room was now a fit arena. 
It thus happened that when the three great bureaux 
d'esprit had ceased to exist, no effort was made to 
replace them. That such assemblies would be as 
needless now as they had formerly been useful, 
seemed to be felt almost by intuition. New wants, 
new feelings had arisen. Like many prouder in- 
stitutions, as soon as their appointed task of good or 
evil was fulfilled, the bureaux d'esprit were for- 
gotten ; and their sentimental successors now spoke 
of them as slightingly, as they had probably spoken 
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of the soirees of the Hotel Bambouillet and the 
ruelles * of the seventeenth century. 

The passion for sentiment and "bergerie" was, in- 
deed, carried to strange lengths. The Duchess of 
Mazarin, a fair and florid dame, more remarkable for 
good temper than for tact or wit, indulged her pas- 
toral tendencies to an extravagant degree. She 
once resolved to give, in the heart of winter, a f£te 
that should eclipse everything of the kind yet 
known. She fitted up her vast saloon in a style 
of extraordinary splendour, with wide looking-glasses 
that reached from the floor to the ceiling. At the 
further extremity of the apartment, a wide recess, 
separated from it by a glass-casement, was beauti- 
fully decorated with shrubs and flowers, so as to 
represent a lonely bower. Along a winding path, a 
pretty actress from the opera, attired as a shep- 
herdess, was to appear, with dog and crook, leading 
a flock of snowy sheep, to the sound of soft, pastoral 
melody. The light of the lamps, and the surround- 
ing draperies, had been judiciously disposed so as to 
heighten the effect of this little scene, with which 
the dancers were to be suddenly surprised at the 
most interesting moment of the ball. The poor 
Duchess of Mazarin was all impatience until that 
auspicious moment should arrive; but before she 
could give the signal that was to summon the shep- 

* The precieuses of the seventeenth century generally re- 
ceived their morning visitors before they had risen. Their 
guests were thus invited to take seats in the ruelle, or space 
extending between the bed-side and the wall, and which was 
sufficiently wide to accommodate several persons. From this 
circumstance a morning conversazione became known under 
the name of ruelle. 
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herdess and her flock, a most unfortunate accident 
occurred. The sheep suddenly broke forth from 
their place of confinement, and burst through the 
glass-K^asement into the ball-room. Panic-struck 
with the novel sight, and especially with the glare of 
innumerable lights, reflected in the large mirrors, 
they rushed in every direction, knocked down 
dancers, trampled furiously over them, and attacked 
all the looking-glasses with desperate energy. Ladies 
JBcreamed and fainted away ; whilst the disconsolate 
Duchess of Mazarin looked on the whole scene of 
havoc and confusion with unutterable chagrin. 

This untoward incident amused Paris for a whole 
week, but cured no one of pastoral longings. It 
was discussed with little mercy in the circle of 
the old Mar6chale de Luxembourg, the friend of 
Madame du Deffand, — ^like her, the sceptical derider 
of affected feeling, and, though opposed to the pre- 
vailing whim, one of the reigning oracles of wit and 
bon ton. If social academies had lost their once 
extensive power, the influence of woman was still 
widely felt in all matters connected with politeness 
and good-breeding, — ^matters of which she was, in- 
deed, the sole acknowledged judge. From this 
source sprang the power of the Mar6chale, a very 
agreeable old woman, of aristocratic and elegant 
manners. She had been a beauty in her youth, 
when her numerous adventures formed the theme 
of many a satirical couplet. Though now grown 
timorous and devout, she occasionally amused her- 
self with singing over, in a thin quavering voice, 
those noeh a^ antiquated as her charms. But, whilst 
she carefully remembered all the verses that spoke of 
her departed beauty, she omitted the less flattering 
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comments on her virtue, with the declaration, — '^that 
her memory was failing her, and that at her age one 
began to forget all about those things." 

Walpole, who found no one truly fascinating save 
Madame du Deffand, probably because she admired 
him extravagantly, speaks thus of the Mar^chale de 
Luxembourg : " She has been very handsome, very 
abandoned, and very mischievous. Her beauty is 
gone, her lovers are gone, and she thinks the devU is 
coming. This dejection has softened her into being 
rather agreeable, for she has wit and good breeding ; 
but you would swear by the restlessness of her person, 
and the horrors she cannot conceal, that she had 
signed the compact, and expected to be called upon 
in a week for the performance." The fastidious 
Bousseau judged her differently. The reputation of 
her caustic wit had prepared him for an epigram- 
matic, overbearing woman; whereas, on beholding 
her for the first time, he was not less charmed by the 
unaffected grace and seducing gentleness of her 
manners, than by the keenness and delicacy of her 
tact. The prudent old Marechale knew very well 
with whom to be satirical : she did not deal out her 
arrows right and left), needlessly making herself ene- 
mies, like her splenetic friend, Madame du Deffand ; 
to whom she, however, rem^ed faithful, notwith- 
standing her ill-temper, carefully nursing her in her 
last illness, and assiduously playing loto with Madame 
de Choiseul by the bedside of the dying woman.^ 

Madame de Luxembourg knew how to choose her 
victims; amongst these was the unlucky Duchess of 
Mazarin, whose pastoral tendencies, want of tact, full, 
luxuriant figure, and complexion somewhat too rich 

* See page 232, vol. i 



26 WOMAN IN PRANCE. 

and blooming, found no mercy in her sight. " You 
cannot, however, deny that her colour is beautifully 
fresh,*' some one once observed to the Marechale. 
** Yes," she impatiently replied, '* as fresh as butcher's 
meat" The Marechale had been one of the most 
delicate beauties of the court of Louis XV. This 
crude and pitiless comparison, which happened to be 
strikingly correct, joined to the adventure of the ter- 
rified flock, nearly drove Madame de Mazarin to 
despair. 

Madame de Luxembourg did not, however, indulge 
frequently in satire or gossip: these are vulgar 
amusements, and she held a school of good breeding. 
Nor did she think herself justified in being too 
rigorous ; for she knew, that, with one word of censure, 
she could exclude whomsoever she chose from the 
established pale of propriety and good taste. Her 
decisions on those matters were without appeal. In 
consequence of this high reputation, the old Marechale 
might generally be seen surrounded by a wide circle 
of the young noblesse of both sexes, who listened to 
her attentively, modelled their speech and manners 
on her example, and carefully treasured her precepts. 
Her charming grand-daughter generally appeared 
near her, as the living testimony of the admirable 
education an unscrupulous woman of the world could 
give, in her penitent old age. The Countess Am61ie, 
as she was generally called, was one of those rare 
beings who seem too bewitching not to be universally 
admired, and too good and gentle not to be still more 
loved. Young, wealthy, and high bom, exquisitely 
beautiful, pious and pure as an angel, lenient to the 
foUies of the world, and towards herself rigidly severe, 
the charm of her nature was such as to enable her to 
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dispense with the wit and brilliancy which were then 
considered absolutely necessary for an accomplished 
woman. Without seeking to dazzle^ she attracted 
universally. Few women of her time inspired so 
great a nimiber of romantic and passionate attach- 
ments : her husband^ the worthless Duke of Lauzun, 
alone remained indifferent to her virtues and beauty. 
She charmed even her own sex. Many women con- 
ceived for her an enthusiastic admiration^ which 
showed how far they thought her removed, in her ex- 
ceUence, beyond the reach of emulation or jealousy. 
A portrait of the Countess Am^lie, by the calm 
Madame INTecker, would make this account appear 
cold and tame in comparison with the glowing eulogy 
bestowed upon her by the methodical and reasoning 
Genevese. Nature had done much for this charming 
woman, but it was also acknowledged that she owed 
far more to the studious care with which she had 
been reared by her grandmother. It was from the 
Marechale de Luxembourg that she had derived the 
indescribable grace of manner which rendered her so 
truly fascinating : she was, however, far more simple 
than her old relative, who carried, to a singular 
degree, her love of studied elegance. Notwithstand- 
ing her extreme devotion, which increased as she 
advanced in years, the Marechale is said to have had 
little faith in the efficacy of prayers that did not 
happen to prove models of style and taste, and to 
have candidly believed, in her aristocratic pride, that 
elegance of language could not fail, as well as sin- 
cerity of heart, from being acceptable to the Supreme 
Being. 

Thus, notwithstanding the visible decline of female > 
influence, society still preserved its exquisite polish. ; 
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Discussions and earnest conversations were seldom 
allowed ; they were considered as leading to exclasive- 
ness and ennui. To pass from one subject to another 
with tact and frivolous ease, was the most essential 
point of conversational good breeding. This exces- 
sive elegance produced, in the end, great monotony: 
all individuality was destroyed ; originality of thought 
or feeling became ahnost a reproach; and social inter- 
course, instead of consisting in the exchange of spon- 
taneous feeling, assumed a tone of dull and tedious 
sameness. 

Many novel ideas emerged from this antiquated 
background, but the new path which was to lead 
to a revolution in social manners, though already 
struck, was, as yet, scarcely trod upon. Almost 
all the old frivolousness remained: many ladies 
had no graver occupation than parfilage^ which con- 
sisted in unravelling the gold from the silk thread 
in the rich lace then worn by men of rank. The 
women solicited, for this purpose, the old lace of the 
cast-off clothes belonging to their male friends ; and, 
in their eagerness, they often cut off and seized upon 
that which wa« new. This fashion was carried to 
such an extent that the presents offered to ladies on 
new year's day, consisted almost exclusively of toys, 
made of gold thread, and all destined to be unravelled* 
This zeal in favour of parjilage was not wholly dis- 
interested* The gold, when separated from the silk, 
was always sold, and it was calculated that a clever 
parfileuse could earn about a hundred louis a year 
with this lucrative amusement. All the women were 
not, however, so frivolously engaged, and a few still 
opened their saloons to philosophy. The elegant 
Duchess of Brancas and Madame Fanny de Beau- 
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harnais^ the poetess^ shared (at an infinite distance, it 
is true) the empire of the Mar^chale de Luxembourg. 
Madame Fannj de Beauhamais, the aunt of 
Josephine's first husband, was a lady of fashion, who 
seemed attended by the same ill-fortune that perse- 
cuted the Duchess of Mazarin. All her efibrts at 
notoriety either failed or ended most unpleasantly. 
She began by opening a bureau d*esprit, destined to 
rival that of Madame Geoflrin ; but the philosophers 
and encyclopedists refused to abandon their old fHend, 
and Madame de Beauhamais was obliged to receive 
second-rate authors, with Dorat, the poet, at their 
head. She next took to writing indifferent poetry, 
which she naost unadvisedly published. This was a 
very unfortunate step. The men who gathered 
willingly around a clever woman of the world, cared 
very little for an authoress ; who might eclipse their 
own reputation, and who would, at least, exact a 
degree of flattery and praise they came to receive 
and not to bestow. These reasons rendered the soirees 
of Madame de Beauhamais almost as dull as those 
of her friend and sister poetess, Madame du Bocage. 
In the year 1773, Madame de Beauhamais published 
a little work, entitled *' A Tons les Penseurs, Salut I** 
in which she undertook the defence of female author- 
ship. In an age when women ruled everything, from 
state affairs down to fiEishionable trifles, this was, how- 
ever, considered a strange instance of audacity. The 
bitter and satirical poet, Lebrun, answered Madame 
de Beauhamais in a strain of keen sarcasm. " Ink,'* 
said he, *'ill becomes rosy fingers.'* Dorat was accused 
of composing his Mend's poetry ; there is no proof that 
the accusation was founded on truth, but it served to 
prompt Lebrun with the following clever epigram: — 
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** La belle Egk, dit-on, a deux petits travers : 
Elle &it son visage et ne fait pas ses yers." 

It was not true, however, that Madame de Beau- 
hamais made her face. Lebrun had never seen her 
when he wrote this; he met her afterwards, and 
admired both her graceful person and her agreeable 
manners. This did not prevent him, however, from 
still directing against her some of his keenest epigrams. 
Madame de Beauharnais, weary of the unequal con- 
test, retired at length from Paris ; which had been 
rendered odious to her by repeated mortifications. 

The wife of the minister, Necker, possessed a more 
real and serious power. 

Madame Necker was a religious, pure-minded 
woman, with principles of rigid austerity. Learned, 
methodical, with a touch of the puritanism of Geneva 
in her tone and feelings ; in manner cahn and grave, 
she looked a severe and statue-like figure amidst the 
gay and graceful Frenchwomen of the period. She 
was a native of Geneva, and the daughter of M. 
Curchod, a Protestant pastor, residing in the vicinity 
of Lausanne. Her father gave her the severe and 
classical education which is usually bestowed on men 
alone, and the young Suzanne Curchod was renowned 
throughout the whole province for her wit, beauty, 
and erudition. Gibbon, the future historian, but 
then an unknown youth studying in Lausanne, met 
Mademoiselle Curchod, fell in love with her, and suc- 
ceeded in rendering his attachment acceptable to both 
the object of his affections and her parents. When 
he returned, however, to England, his father indig- 
nantly refused to hear of the proposed marriage 
between him and the Swiss minister's portionless 
daughter. Gibbon yielded to parental authority, and 
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philosophicaUy forgot his learned mistress. After her 
father's deaths which left her wholly unprovided for, 
Suzanne Curchod retired with her mother to Geneva. 
She there earned a precarious subsistence by teaching 
persons of her own sex. When her mother died, a 
lady named Madame de Yermenoux induced Made- 
moiselle Curchod to come to Paris, in order to teach 
Latin to her son. It was in this lady's house that she 
met Keeker. He was then in the employment of 
Thelusson the banker, and occasionally visited Ma- 
dame de Yermenoux. Struck with the noble character 
and grave beauty of the young governess, Necker 
cultivated her acquaintance, and ultimately made her 
his wife. Mutual poverty had delayed their marriage 
for several years; but it was not long ere Necker 
rose from his obscurity. Madame Necker had an 
ardent love of honourable distinction, which she im- 
parted to her husband, and which greatly served to 
quicken his efforts ; his high talents in financial 
matters were at length recognised: he became a 
wesdthy and respected man. Shortly after her mar^ 
liage, Madame Necker expressed the desire of devoting 
herself to literature. Her husband, however, deli- 
cately intimated to her that he should regret seeing 
her adopt such a course. This sufficed to induce her 
to relinquish her intention : she loved him so entirely, 
that, without effort or repining, she could make his 
least wish her law. 

Madame Necker soon perceived the power of woman 
in French society. With her talents, and the wealth 
at her command, she saw how easily she could acquire 
an influence which might be highly advantageous to 
her husband. Long before Necker was called to 
office in 1776, his wife had, therefore, opened her 
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house to Marmontel, Saint^Lambert, the Princess of 
Monaco^ Thomas, Guibert, the Countess Am^lie, 
Madame de Grammont, Buffon, Madame d'Angiyil- 
liers — ^formerly Madame du Marchais — ^La Harpe, 
Grimm, Baynal, and all the members of the philosophic 
body. Though she partly succeeded in her object, of 
thus adding to her husband's increasing popularity, 
Madame Necker wholly mistook her vocation when 
she endeavoured to shine beyond the quiet circle of 
domestic privacy. Notwithstanding her long resi- 
dence in France, she could never divest herself 
entirely of the primitive austerity imbibed with her 
early education. Her learning, her method, her 
rigid morality, and strict piety, unfitted her for the 
part she had chosen ; which only required a light, 
brilliant wit, and graceful ease of manner. The 
truthfulness, and even the simplicity, of her pure 
nature, secured the respect and esteem of her guests ; 
but they all felt that she failed in that power of 
pleasing, then far more highly valued than the most 
sterling qualities. Her brilliant complexion, intelli- 
gent features, and fine figure, only elicited cold 
admiration. Even her friends could not forgive her 
dancing so awkwardly, dressing with so little taste, 
and, above all, wanting the charm of that all-pervad- 
ing grace which had rendered the plain Mademoiselle 
de Lespinasse attractive, and almost beautiful. They 
found her bearing formal and constrained ; her 
language too cold and stately. In vain she drew 
around her men of talent and agreeable women ; in 
vidn she paid the most sedulous attention to her 
guests, and exerted herself to please them: there 
seemed, in all she said or did, something to be want- 
ing fitilL The severity of her religious principles. 
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and the freedom with which she manifested them, 
somewhat annoyed and restituned her philosophic 
guests. They felt also (what her polite hospitality 
could never wholly conceal) that the pleasure she 
found in their company was not the chief object for 
which she drew them around her. To procure her 
husband a pleasing relaxation, and to advance him in 
life, were her real intentions in opening her house to 
the philosophers ; and she unfortunately allowed this 
to be rather too clearly perceived. The honest but 
pompous Necker did not interfere with his wife's 
literary society. He was always present, but spoke 
little, and allowed every one else to talk for his 
amusement. The task of directing the conversation 
he left to Madame Necker. Her solid and serious 
mind was little adapted for this responsibility. It 
has been said that she often prepared her evening 
conversations beforehand : she certainly wanted that 
spontaneousness which gives to social intercourse its 
greatest charm. But the capital error of Madame 
Necker, in the eyes of the philosophers, was that, 
either through mismanagement or economy, she 
failed in providing them with good cheer. Grimm 
feelingly complained of her cook, who was no doubt 
vastly inferior to that of Baron d'Holbach, the cele- 
brated maitre d'hotel of philosophy. 

Though Madame Necker's Friday dinners were 
too stiffly solemn, and very indifferent in a gas- 
tronomic point of view, the growing importance of 
her husband, and her own real, if not very brilliant, 
merit, caused them, in spite of the touch of ennui 
they imparted, to be well attended. Her worldly 
position, as the wife of a wealthy banker, was one of 
great influence. It was Madame Necker who first 

VOL. II. D 
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conceired, in the year 1770, the idea of erecting, by 
the subscriptions of literary men^ a statue to Vol- 
taire. Subscriptions soon poured in: Bousseau, to 
Voltaire's infinite annoyance, sent his subscription of 
three louis ; and the sculptor Pigalle was despatched 
to take a model of the favoured French poet. 
When, a few years later. Gibbon visited Paris, he 
found his Mademoiselle Curchod on a level with 
those ladies who then gave the tone to foreign courts 
and Parisian society. She received her former 
admirer with a cordial, unembarrassed manner; 
which showed that, if his infidelity had ever in- 
spired her with any resentment, the feeling had 
long since subsided and yielded to entire indif- 
ference. Gibbon, forgetting that years had not 
improTed his personal appearance-he was very 
short, and had grown enormously stout — was not 
a little nettled to perceive that Necker, no wise 
jealous of his wife's first lover, did not scruple to 
leave them alone together, whilst he comfortably 
retired to rest. Necker, however, very highly prized 
Gibbon's conversation, and subsequently visited him 
in England, accompanied by his wife. 

As Necker rose in the world, Madame Necker's 
influence increased; but it never was an individual 
power, like that of Madame du Deffand, or of the 
Marechale de Luxembourg. Over her husband, she 
always possessed great influence. Her virtues and 
noble character had inspired him with a feeling akin 
to veneration. He was not whoUy guided by her 
counsels, but he respected her opinions as those of a 
high-minded being, whom all the surroimding folly 
and corruption could not draw down from her sphere 
of holy purity. If Madame Necker was loved and 
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esteemed by her husband, she may be said to have 
ahnost idolized him ; and her passionate attachment 
probably increased the feelings of vanity and self- 
importance of which Necker has often been accused. 
This exclusive devotedness caused some wonder 
amongst the friends of the minister and his wife ; 
for seldom had these sceptical philosophers witnessed 
a conjugal union so strict and uncompromising, and 
yet so touching in its very severity. 

When Necker became, in 1776, Director-General 
of the Finances, his wife resolved that the influence 
her husband's ofBcial position gave her should not 
be employed in procuring unmerited favours for 
flatterers or parasites. She placed before herself 
the far more noble object of alleviating misfortune, 
and pointing out to her reforming husband some of 
the innumerable abuses which then existed in every 
department of the State. One of her first attempts 
was to overthrow the lottery. She pressed the point 
on Necker's attention; but, though he shared her 
convictions, he had not the power of destroying this 
great evil: he did, however, all he could to moderate 
its excesses. The prisons and hospitals of Paris 
greatly occupied the attention of Madame Necker 
during the five years of her husband's power. Her 
devotedness to the cause of humanity was admirable, 
and shone with double lustre amidst the heartless 
selfishness of the surrounding world. She once 
happened to learn that a certain Count of Lautrec 
had been imprisoned in a dungeon of the fortress of 
Ham for twepty-eight years I and that the imhappy 
captive now scarcely seemed to belong to human 
kind. A feeling of deep compassion seized her 
heart. To liberate a state prisoner was more than 
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her influence could command, but she resolved to 
lighten, if possible, his load of misery. She set out 
for Ham, and succeeded in obtaining a sight of 
M. de Lautrec She found a miserable-looking 
man, lying listlessly on the straw of his dungeon, 
scarcely clothed with a few tattered rags, and sur- 
rounded by rats and reptiles. Madame Necker 
soothed his fixed and sullen despair with promises of 
speedy relief; nor did she depart until she had kept 
her word, and seen M. de Lautrec removed to m 
abode where, if still a prisoner, he might at least 
spend in peace the few days left him by the tyranny 
of his oppressors. 

It is said that the celebrated De la Tude, the 
ill-fated victim of Madame de Pompadour, also owed 
his freedom to the interference of Madame Necker ; 
whose attention was first drawn to his case by the 
humble but generous Madame le Gros. Acts of 
individual benevolence were not, however, the only 
object of the minister's wife. Notwithstanding the 
munificence of her private charities, she aimed 
none the less to efiect general good. Considerable 
ameliorations were introduced by her in the con- 
edition of the hospitals of Paris. She entered, with 
unwearied patience, into the most minute details of 
their actual administration, and, with admirable in- 
genuity, rectified errors or suggested improvements. 
Her aim was to effect a greater amount of good with 
the same capital, which she now saw grossly squan- 
dered and misapplied. The reforms which she thus 
introduced were both important and severe. She 
sacrificed almost the whole of her time to this praise- 
worthy task, and ultimately devoted a considerable 
sum to found the hospital which still bears her 
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name. Beyond this^ Madame Necker sought to 
exercise no power over her husband^ or through his 
means. She loved him far too truly and too well to 
aim at an influence which might have degraded him in 
the eyes of the world. Necker was, however, proud 
of his noble-hearted wife, and never hesitated to 
confess how much he was indebted to her advice. 
When he retired from office, in 1781, and published 
his famous ''Compte Rendu," he seized this op- 
portunity of paying a high and heartfelt homage to 
the virtues of his wife. "Whilst retracing," he 
observes at the conclusion of his work, " a portion of 
the charitable tasks prescribed by your majesty, let 
me be permitted, sire, to allude, without naming her, 
to a person gifted with singular virtues, and who has 
materially assisted me in accomplishing the designs 
of your majesty. Although her name was never 
uttered to you, in aU the vanities of high office, it is 
right, sire, that you should be aware that it k known 
and frequently invoked in the most obscure a ylums 
of suffering humanity. It is no doubt Tnost for- 
tunate for a minister of finances to find, in the 
companion of his life, the assistance he needs for 
so many details of beneficence and charity, which 
might otherwise prove too much for his strength 
and attention. Carried away by the tumults of 
general affiurs, — often obliged to sacrifice the feel- 
ings of the private man to the duties of the citizen, 
he may well esteem himself happy, when the com- 
plaints of poverty and misery can be confided to an 
enlightened person who shares the sentiment of his 
duties." 

Necker was greatly criticised for the public ac- 
knowledgment he thus made of his wife's virtues, and 
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of the aid which he had derived from them ; but he 
spoke so because her power had been pure^ and such 
as he did not blush to ayow. The influence of 
Madame Necker over her husband was not, how- 
ever, always irreprehensible : his resignation, in 1781^ 
which delivered France over to Calonne and Lom^nie, 
is generally attributed to her. The grief she felt at 
the libels which daily appeared against him, joined to 
her ardent and ambitious wish of seeing him acknow- 
ledged minister — ^an ofBce of which he had all the toil 
and responsibility, without the dignity it confers — 
induced her to persuade her husband to tender his 
resignation, unless he could obtain the post to which 
his services gave him a claim. The intrigues of 
Maurepas, and of all the courtiers he had irritated 
by his economy, prevented this justice from being 
rendered to Necker. His resignation was accepted^ 
and he retired once more to private life. 

The saloon of Madame Necker, during this her hus- 
band's first ministry (for such it was in reality, though 
not in name) was much enlivened by the presence of 
her only child, Germaine Necker; who afterwards 
became the celebrated Madame de Stael, and whose 
character already differed so strikingly from that of 
her mother. Madame Necker^ with all her high 
principle and noble qualities, was rigid and some- 
what pedantic. She was capable of a deep and sin- 
cere attachment, but her mind was too calm and too 
weU-disciplined for passion. Her slightest actions 
were regulated by a sense of method and duty. She 
neither admitted nor understood other laws of con- 
duct. Germaine Necker, on the contrary, displayed^ 
even as a child, an ardent nature, full of passionate 
impulses, strange in one so young. The least emotion 
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of joy or grief affected her even unto pain ; she could 
scarcely hear her parents commended without burst* 
ing into tears, and the mere thought of meeting some 
remarkable and celebrated personage made her heart 
beat, and powerfully agitated her whole frame. For 
this impetuous and enthusiastic yoiug being to be 
phiced under the control of the calm and methodical 
Madame Necker, was like a laya stream compelled 
to flow through some cold northern region. Nothing 
annoyed Madame Necker more deeply than this wide 
dissimilarity which nature had placed between herself 
and her daughter. She had early resolved to educate 
her child according to a peculiarly strict system of her 
own ; but it was in vain that she sought to curb that 
burning spirit within the sphere of her formal rules. 
Germaine was docile to the will of her parents, and 
would willingly have obeyed, if an irresistible im- 
pulse had not led her far beyond her mother's cold 
and methodical teaching. One of her favourite 
amusements, as a child, was to cut out paper kings 
and (jueens, and make them act in tragedies which 
she improvised on the instant, speaking for all 
the characters successively. Madame Necker, whose 
rigid Calvinist notions were offended by her dangh- 
ter's theatrical predilections, interdicted this amuse- 
ment, which Germaine, unable to rehnquish, fol- 
lowed in secret. It was also by stealth that she read 
most of the novels of the day ; amongst the rest, 
Richardson's '' Clarissa Harlowe,'* whose elopement, 
as she afterwards so happily expressed it, had been 
one of the great events of her own youth. 

Instead of being educated, like most of the young 
ladies of the period, in the calm seclusion of a con- 
vent, Mademoiselle Necker was thus reared at home. 
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and allowed to mingle freely with the talented guests 
who assembled in her mother^s drawing-room. This 
produced in her a premature development of intel- 
lect which, though it could not weaken her powerful 
genius, most probably abridged her brilliant career. 
Germaine generally sat on a low wooden stool, near 
the arm-chair, and under the watchful eye of Madame 
Necker, who constantly reminded her to hold herself 
straight. Though the child was dark and plain, the 
striking intelligence of her expressive countenance, 
and the wonderful beauty of her large black eyes, 
gave her a singular attraction; with all the grace 
and freshness of youth, she had none of its puerility. 
Some of the gravest men who visited Madame Necker, 
found evident pleasure in conversing with the pale, 
earnest girL The precocity of her judgment already 
revealed what she would one day become. The Abbe 
Kaynal discerned amongst the first her intellectual 
power ; and she was scarcely emerging from childhood, 
when he wished her to contribute a dissertation on 
the revocation of the Edict of Nantes, for his great 
philosophical work. In this feverish atmosphere of 
praise and intellectual excitement grew up Germaine 
Necker. From her mother she imbibed a strong 
religious feeling, which never abandoned her ; Necker 
imparted to her his ambitious love of political popu- 
larity ; and the society in which she was brought up 
strengthened her passion for literature and fed the 
burning flame of her genius. Her life and her 
writings bear deep traces of these three powerful 
principles. 

The natural result of an education which thus 
sequestered her almost entirely from that self-com- 
mimion that teaches how to dispense with the world's 
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approbation or blame, was to engender a passionate 
thirst of applause and social distinctions in the daugh- 
ter of Necker. Dazzled by the power then granted 
to conversational eloquence, she also sought to shine 
hj that brilliant accomplishment: nor was it mere 
Tanity that induced her to act thus ; there is, and 
must ever be, deep pleasure in the exercise of great 
intellectual powers like hers. As a talker, ' she has 
not, perhaps, been surpassed. Clear, comprehensive, 
and vigorous, like that of man, her language was 
also full of womanly passion and tenderness. The 
calm Madame Necker was soon thrown into the 
shade by her brilliant and accomplished daughter: 
she was too noble-minded to feel the least jealousy 
of one who was so dear to her, although their 
natures were most uncongenial ; but she was hurt to 
perceive that her husband, that object of her ex- 
clusive idolatry, almost preferred the companion- 
ship of his daughter to her own. The deep attach- 
ment which Necker's wife always professed for him 
was a passion in the soul of the more ardent Germaine. 
She carried this feeling to an excess, and once con- 
fessed, " that she could almost feel jealous of her 
mother." Could a man so ardently loved fail to be 
vain ? The decaying health of her mother abo con- 
tributed to give more importance to Germaine, in 
the soirees held at her father's house. Madame 
Necker became afflicted towards the end of her life 
with a painful nervous disease, that compelled her 
to remain constantly standing : she had become thin 
and extremely pale ; her dazzling freshness had 
wholly vanished, and when she now received her 
guests she looked more cold and statue-like than 
ever by the side of her animated daughter. Weak- 
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ened by long illness^ she welcomed^ as a relief, the 
comparatiye neglect of her latter yeare, and gladly 
left Paris after the close of her husband's second 
ministry. They retired to Coppet, where she died 
in 17945 calm and resigned amidst the most acute 
sufferings. 

K Madame Necker has not left so remarkable a 
name as many women of her time ; if her contem- 
poraries, justly perhaps, found her too cold and 
formal ; yet she shines, at least in that dark age, a 
noble example of woman's highest virtues,— devoted 
love, truth, and purity. 
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CHAPTER IIL 

HADAHE DE GENLI8. — " THE OBDEB OP PEBSBVE- 
BANCE." — MADAME DE MONTESSON. — YRAIUKLIN* 
— DEATH OF VOLTAIBB AND BOUSSEAU. 

The golden days, when woman ruled arbitrarily! 
over the French social world, were now nearly over. ' 
The society of Madame Necker was one of the very 
few that maintained its position ; and this may ha^e 
been partly owing to Necker's political pow^r. The 
little economist coterie of Madame d' Angivilliers still 
remained ; but it was too circumscribed in its spirit, 
to possess the wide influence it might otherwise have 
exercised. Notwithstanding these disadvantageous! 
circumstances, many women could still, when suffi-! 
ciently attractive, obtain a considerable share of the^ 
dominion which had at one time been so liberally \ 
granted to their sex ; but the difference between I 
their former and their actual power was that the \ 
latter proved to be essentially personal, and could no \ 
longer be exercised through the medium of a coteri^;^ 

Amongst the women who possessed most of this 
individual influence, during the earlier portion of 
the reign of Louis XVL, was the pretty and clever 
Madame de Genlis, then in all the freshness of her 
charms, and the enjoyment of her literary celebrity. 
Young, agreeable, with brilliant black eyes, luxur 
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riant light-brown hair^ and a countenance of re- 
markable piquancy^ which often caused her to be 
likened to MarmonteFs Roxelane; she, moreover, 
possessed the suppleness of manner, and soft, in- 
sinuating grace, in which the more honest and 
straightforward Madame Necker entirely failed. 
Madame de Genlis is now chiefly considered as the 
authoress of very clever works on education : but, 
at the epoch when she figured so brilliantly in 
French society, she was known as a witty woman 
of fashion, who played admirably on almost every 
known musical instrument, mingled in all the gaie- 
ties of life, amused herself, and intrigued with the 
best of Parisian ladies; and who, notwithstanding 
the time she gave to pleasure, found means, by her 
singular perseverance and industry, to study various 
sciences and languages, and to engage in the com- 
position of works requiring, not only a well-practised 
pen, but also great talent and a considerable degree 
of research. The highly moral and useful aim of 
her most important works could not, however, secure 
the reputation of Madame de Genlis from reproach. 

From her first appearance in Parisian society, as 
Mademoiselle de Saint- Aubin, a young lady of noble 
birth, reduced to the position of a musical artiste, 
down to her equivocal connection with Philippe 
Egalit6, and her intrigues for his party during the 
revolution, her character and position always ap- 
peared in the doubtftil and ambiguous light which 
seldom fails to prove fatal to a woman's fair name. 

Her family was ancient and noble, but greatly im- 
poverished. She was still a child, when pecuniary 
distress compelled her father to leave France. She 
remained with her mother, a handsome, clever, and 
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intrigtdng woman^ who won the favour of M. de la 
PopeUni^e, and was received with her daughter in 
the splendid seat he possessed at Passy^ near Paris. 
The rich and voluptuous financier allowed himself 
to he charmed in his old age by the grace and dawn- 
ing beauty of the youthftd Mademoiselle de Saint* 
Aubin. He lamented her extreme youth, which 
rendered it impossible to think of marrying her : 
as, had she only been a few years older, he would 
have done, in spite of his conjugal experiences and 
misfortunes. Child as she was, she understood 
very well his sighing exclamation of quel dommage t 
whenever his look rested on her graceful though 
girlish form; and she frankly confesses, in her 
memoirs, that she could almost have said quel dom- 
mage! herself. Although the disparity of years 
between sixty-six and thirteen, rendered a conjugal 
union impossible. Mademoiselle de Saint- Aubin soon 
wormed herself into the favour of her ancient ad- 
mirer, by an easy, caressing manner, of which her 
dependent position early taught her the value. As 
soon as he discovered the great talent for music of 
his young protegee, M. de la Popelini^re procured 
her the best and most expensive masters : she was 
likewise taught declamation, singing, and dancing, 
at the cost of her generous protector. Nature 
seemed to have destined her to excel in brilliant 
and external accomplishments: she soon acted on 
the theatre in M. de la Popelinifere's residence, with 
infinite tact and humour, and delighted aU his guests 
by dancing a characteristic pas taught her by the 
famous Deshayes. 

It was to the early and careful teaching she thus 
received that Stephanie de Saint- Aubin owed the 
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musical excellence which, on the death of their bene- 
factor^ her mother was compelled to turn to pecuniary 
advantage. Madame de Saint- Aubin took her 
daughter into the most fashionable societies^ where 
her musical performances were liberally remunerated. 
By many of her hosts the young girl was received 
with the courtesy her birth and former position in 
life demanded ; but a far greater number treated her 
slightingly^ or at the best with patronizing politeness. 
She was drawn from this subordinate position by her 
marriage with the Count of Genlis^ one of the most 
witty and profligate nobles of the period. The young 
nobleman had met her father in the colonies^ and 
there contracted a close intimacy with him. When 
they had been acquainted some time, M. de Saint- 
Aubin confidentially showed to his young friend the 
letters he received from his daughter. M. de Genlis 
was charmed with the simple and graceful style of 
these epistles, and still more with a delightftil 
miniature portrait which accompanied them, and 
scarcely did justice to the attractive features and 
graceful person of the writer. His first visit, when 
he returned to France, was paid to Mademoiselle de 
Saint- Aubin. The freshness and juquancy of her 
beauty, the easy vivacity of her manners, her wit, 
and accomplishments, surpassed his expectations and 
feificinated him completely. He married her, not* 
withstanding the opposition of his family, and gene- 
rously enabled her father to return to France, by 
paying off his creditors. 

The pretty Madame de Genlis soon ranked amongst 
the fashionable women of the day. Full of tact and 
talent, ambitious and persevering under an air of 
frivolous gaiety, she succeeded in pacifying her 
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husband's relatives^ and in obliterating whatever 
discredit she might have derived from her former 
position as a musical artist. Her conduct was, how- 
ever, strongly characterized by that mixture of inde- 
pendence and levity which marked society under the 
rule of Louis XY. : she rode and dressed like a man; 
went in disguise to the Bel des Porcherons ; danced 
there with the footman of M. de Brancas ; and, when 
not otherwise occupied, amused herself with studying 
anatomy and bleeding the sick. Her restless and 
aspiring temper led her to seek distinction by every 
attainable method. There then existed in Frendi 
society a fashionable reaction in favour of knightly 
virtues, and the golden days of ancient chivalry. 
Carousals and other pastimes of the olden time were 
revived at Versailles. This enthusiasm resembled, 
in many respects, the spirit of knight-errantry. The 
young nobles seemed to have proclaimed themselves 
the champions of freedom and humanity. Women, like 
the ladies of yore — 

" Whose bright eyes 
Bained influence, and judged the prize — ^* 

mrged them on, and by their impulsive enthu- 
siasm materially aided this movement. In order 
to identify herself with it, Madame de Genlis 
founded a romantic order entitled the " Order of 
Perseverance;" but fearing lest her own authority 
might not suffice to recommend and bring it into 
repute, she declared that it was of the very highest 
antiquity, having originally flourished in Poland, 
for several centuries, and that she held the laws and 
statutes from the Princess Potocka and the Count of 
Brostocki : both were her friends, and confirmed this 
account. Stanislaus, King of Poland, with whom 
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Madame de Genlis then carried on a friendly corre- 
spondence^ who had sent her his portrait^ and to 
whom she had forwarded hers in return^ favoured her 
sentimental fraud by writing her a letter intended to 
be exhibited^ and in which he thanked her for 
having revived this ancient Polish order. Pic- 
turesque costumes^ borrowed from the middle ages^ 
enigmas composed by Madame de Grenlis^ moral 
questions, virtuous speeches, ingenious mottos and 
chivalrous oaths, formed the staple of this *' Order of 
Perseverance :" a toy well fit for a puerile and 
decaying aristocracy. 

The f§tes and ceremonies of this institution afford 
no interest; the most amusing circumstance con- 
nected with it was, that the historian Kulhi^re 
gravely told Madame de Genlis he was well ac- 
quainted with the order and all its statutes, having 
met with interesting details relative to it in his 
researches on the history of Poland. Madame de 
Genlis could not inform him that the soi-disant 
Polish order owed its existence to her own fertile 
brain ; but she was much entertained at the positive 
knowledge displayed by the learned historian. Her 
literary successes, and the education of the chil- 
dren of the Duke of Chartres, soon diverted the 
attention of Madame de Genlis from her "Order 
of Perseverance;*' which, being deprived of her 
fostering care, languished, and was ultimately 
forgotten. 

The connection of Madame de Genlis with the 
Orleans family (a connection which influenced the 
whole of her life) had originated with her husband, 
one of the favourites and boon companions of the 
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Duke of Chartres. The clever lady had early dis- 
played her talent for intrigue at the expense of this 
branch of the royal family, by marrying her aunt, 
Madame de Montesson, to the old Duke of Orleans. 
The duke had for many years been connected with 
Sin actress named Marquise This circumstance gave 
great annoyance to the ladies of his little court, who, 
unable to assodate with the mistress of the prince, 
were thus debamed from the f^tes and pleasure 
parties he gave in his various country-^eats to Made- 
moiselle Marquise* In order to obviate so serious 
an evil, they tacitly agreed — well-bred people never 
speak of such things — ^to give the duke, if possible, 
a mistress of their own rank : a nobly-born, accom- 
plished lady, who would know how to do the honours 
of her lover's princely entertainments, and with whom 
they could associa^te, at least without degradation. 
They fixed upon the Marchioness of Montesson — a 
handsome widow, with whom the prince was evi- 
dently as much in love as his phlegmatic nature 
would allow him to be with any one — as the person 
most likely to effect their prudent and moral purpose. 
Madame de Montesson was accordingly studiously 
praised to the Duke of Orleans, Her beauty, her 
talents, her virtues, were so constantly exalted in his 
presence, that the weak-minded old man thought she 
must certainly be a paragon of perfection. She be- 
haved with in^nite tact; for, instead of throwing 
herself in the duke's way, she feigned a violent and 
despairing passion for the Count of Guines. This 
nobleman was in the secret, and treated her with 
marked indifference. The old duke, affected by the 
sorrow of the woman he loved, sought to console her; 
Madame de Montesson eagerly accepted his &iend- 
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ship, and, after heightening his passion by every art 
in her power, ended by declaring herself entirely 
cured of her unhappy love. This rather cooled the 
Duke of Orleans: the great disparity of rank be- 
tween them made him hesitate to offer her his hand ; 
the rigidity of the principles he had always heard her 
profess, forbade him to think of any less honourable 
proposal In this dilemma, he would probably have 
given up Madame de Montesson altogether, if her 
niece had not interfered. Madame de Genlis wished 
to serve her aunt ; she also entertained the ambitious 
and not unnatural desire of being connected by 
alliance with the Orleans family. She accordingly 
employed all her tact and talent to seduce the old 
duke into the proposed marriage ; he wavered long, 
but her arts finally triumphed, and in the year 1773, 
Madame de Montesson became the wife of one of the 
first princes of the royal blood of France. 

The vexation of the ladies who had contributed to 
raise her to this unexpected elevation was extreme. 
They had not suspected Madame de Montesson of so 
much ambition or principle, nor had they thought to 
find a superior where they only wished for an equaL 
They, however, derived some consolation from the 
fact that, though the king acknowledged her as the 
legitimate wife of the Duke of Orleans, he refused 
her the rank and titles of her husband. Madame de 
Montesson, consequently, abstained from going to 
court. The Count of Guines received the embassy 
of Berlin for his share in the intrigue, and Madame 
de Genlis owed to the joint efforts of her aunt and 
her husband, a place in the household of the young 
Duchess of Chartres then recently married. 

Madame de Montesson, not being recognised as 



MAPAME BE MOKTESSON. 61 

Duchess of Orleans, attempted to shine by her 
talents. She gained an unfortunate degree of noto^ 
riety from the number of bad plays she wrote. 
They were admired by her friends, and hissed by 
the public: this ill fortune afforded her, however, 
the opportunity of acting with great spirit and 
dignity. She was advised not to acknowledge the 
authorship of the unsuccessfrd comedies, and thus to 
screen herself from ridicule ; but she firmly refused, 
lest some other person might be suspected. Madame 
de Montesson might be a bad authoress, but she was 
a very clever and agreeable woman ; she sang and 
played well, and even in her old age excelled in 
flower-painting, of which she has left some masterly 
specimens. She understood several sciences, spoke 
with grace and elegance, and was an admirable 
actress ; in consequence of which, private theatricals 
were her favourite amusement. These qualifications, 
joined to high rank, great wealth, and polished man- 
ners, caused her house to be considered one of the 
most pleasant in Paris ; even though the guests were 
sometimes obliged to praise, and, what was more 
difficult, to listen to, her tedious, heavy comedies. 
When Voltaire visited Paris in the year 1778, he 
solicited with great eagerness the favour of being 
admitted to one of the private performances, in which 
she acted with the Duke of Orleans. The request 
was granted, and the old poet showed his gratitude 
by applauding until the fall of the curtain. The 
duke, leaning on the arm of his wife, then advanced 
towards the box of Voltaire ; who, with the extreme 
and ludicrous vivacity which characterized him even 
in old age, knelt down to receive the prince and 
Madame de Montesson. 

E 2 
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The Duke of Orieans died in 1785. Lbuifi XVI., 
'somewhat ungraciously^ forbade Madame de Mon^ 
tesson to wear deep mourning for her husband. Sh^ 
retired to a convent, where she spent the time of her 
widowhood. When she reappeared in the world, it 
was to signalize herself by her benevolence. During 
the severe winter of the year 1788, she inverted her 
hothouses into asylums for the poor. There they 
not only received a shelter from the intense coH, but 
were fed and employed at her expense. It is said 
that this generous act was not forgotten by the 
people, and enabled Madame de Montesson to pass 
imscathed through the evil days of the French 
revolution. 

As ambitious as her aunt, and fai* more talented, 
Madame de Genlis was, in the mean while, laying 
the basis of her future reputation. She had excellent 
opportunities of doing so in the household of the 
young Duchess of Chartres, with whom she soon, 
became as great a favourite as her husband was with 
the Duke. The Duchess of Chartres, though vir- 
tuous, and wholly devoted to her imworthy husband, 
was also young, beautiful, and fond of pleasure. 
Almost aU her ladies of honour were handsome and 
witty; they formed a very gay little court, much 
frequented by foreigners of distinction, and by those 
members of the French aristocracy who preferred the 
freedom of the Palais-Royal to the old stateliness of 
Versailles. The Duchess of Ohartres, in thus estab- 
lishing a court of her own, only aimed at amusement ; 
her husband entertained far deeper views. The un* 
bounded indulgence of those excesses, whidi had left 
their indelible traces on his once noble and handsome 
features, had not erased from the mind of the young 
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duke the bereditarj talent^ pri(]e, and jealausy of his 
race. He was disliked by Marie-Antoinette and 
Louis XVI. ;»he hated them in return. If his errors 
were gr^at^ he felt they were not more flagrant than 
those of the king's brother, the Count of Artois? 
Yet he was pointed outj^ almost exclusively, to publi<? 
scorn. Disappointed ambition heightened the resent? 
ment of wounded pride. Louis XVLj^ with the 
poKoy of his predecessors, refused to grant the Duk^ 
of Chartres the high posts and the influence which 
he claimed. 

The elements of a yast opposition, social a^d not 
yet political (for the government was still absolute), 
pervaded the whole of society i the irritated princQ 
gathered them within his grasp, and led the move- 
ment. He soon became the model of ff^hion with, 
the young and profligate nobles; the womeu admired 
his recklessness and daring ; the court feared him i 
the people, flattered by his courtesy, remembered the 
traditions which ^retold a high destiny for his house : 
in those traditions, it is said that he himself had a 
9Upers^titious faitl^. Thoughtless young men and, 
clever women became the chief agents of his ambitious 
designs. He was quickly and instinctively attracted 
by the wit, beauty, and supple intriguing spirit of 
Madame de Crenlis* The yery pointed attentions he 
paid her gave rise to fK>me rumours, unheeded by the. 
guileless Duchess of Chartres. The Coupt of Genlis 
betrayed not the least jealousy. In the year 1776j| 
the Poke of Chartres, with the consent of his wife, 
<^nflded to Madame de Genlis the education of his 
infant daughters ; and, some time afterwards, named 
her gauvemeur of his sons. 
. Wbateyer may have been the errors of Madame de 
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Genlis, or the nature of her connection with the father 
of the children whose instruction she undertook, she 
at least educated them as few French princes had 
been educated since the time of Fen^lon, **She 
made them,** said an eminent historian, *' not princes, 
but men." The numerous works on education 
which she composed for their benefit procured 
her, at the same time, an extraordinary degree of 
reputation. BufFon, who affectionately gave her the 
name of ^* daughter," once compared her style to that 
of F6nelon ; and, alluding to the moral tone of her 
writings, enthusiastically styled her ^*an angel of 
light!" The education which Madame de Genlis 
gave to her pupils, whilst leaving them all the 
elegance and graces of their high rank, was eminently 
calculated to render them popular at a future time. 
This was done intentionally. The duke and the 
governess needed not much penetration to perceive 
the increasing power awarded to liberal ideas. A 
signal instance was afforded by the immense in- 
fluence which the American War of Independence 
exercised towards this period over public opinion in 
France. 

All the latent republican tendencies of the nation 
burst forth with sudden and unexpected energy. 
The sympathy with the insurgent Americans was so 
strong and universal as to alarm the king and queen; 
though they both favoured the American cause. In 
this matter, as in many other respects, their per- 
sonal feelings were wholly at variance with their 
policy. Joseph II., the brother of Marie- Antoinette, 
and a reforming and philosophic sovereign, had, how- 
ever, tact enough to perceive that it ill became an 
absolute monarch, like his brother-in-law, to assist 
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and countenance republican insurgents. He was 
sojourning at Versailles at the time when the Ameri- 
can question proved, even in the royal palace, the all- 
absorbing topic of every conversation. A lady asked 
his opinion on the subject : ** I must decline answer- 
ing," he replied ; ** my business is to be a royalist." 
The young Marquis of Lafayette, who was then only 
eighteen years of age, observed not the same caution. 
He spoke, at the circle of the queen, openly and 
enthusiastically in favour of the American cause. 
Marie- Antoinette greatly resented his indiscretion. 
She instinctively hated a war waged by the people 
against royalty. 

Young, wealthy, and bearer of a noble name. La 
Fayette might have aspired to the first offices of the 
court; he preferred to these vain distinctions the 
dangers and the glory of a foreign war in favour of 
fipeedom and independence. In spite of the opposition 
of his family, and notwithstanding the displeasure of 
government, he openly declared that he at least would 
unite his standard to that of the Americans. A con- 
siderable number of the young French nobles shared 
his ardour, and followed him across the Atlantic, eager 
to shed their blood in the cause of plebeian liberty. 
The enthusiasm which animated the whole nation at 
this epoch, would now appear excessive and almost 
incredible. It is not, however, so difficult to under- 
stand it on reflection. Imbued as they were with re- 
publican and philosophic doctrines, the French had yet 
no politics of their own. Their energies were wasted 
away in the unproductive warfare of literature, or in 
vain drawing-room discussions. Dreams, aspirations 
towards the future, briUiant and fruitless theories, 
were the only real occupation of daring and intelli- 
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gent men^ who blushed and murmjured at the ohildish 
inactivity to which they were cottdemned* Th« 
Americ-an war^ by ei^ossing every mind, acted a& a 
temporary palliative; but» whikt so doing, it fanned 
the internal flame whieh then consumed the very 
heart of France* The freedom, denied at h(Hne waa 
at least worshipped abroad : every todcen of admira- 
tion for America and her heroic deliverers was aa 
indirect but. energetic protest against the enslaved 
condition of France^ and the blind neglect of her 
rulers^ The noble La Fayetta became the hero of 
the day: his bust was seen everywhere; his name 
was pronounced by all with respect and enthur 
siasm* 

The extreme pc^mlarity of the young and chival- 
rous noUe was divided, and possessed, perhaps, even 
in a greater degree, by the plain quaker, Franklin. 
When the American printer appeaxed in the Parisian 
circles, with his prim quaker dress, unpowdered hair, 
and pkin round hatj the contrast his sober attire 
offered to the rich and brilliant costume worn by 
both sexes, produced an extraordinary impression on 
the still frivolous society of the period. The quaker 
garb henceforth became identified with primitive 
virtue and republican simplicity. The quaintness 
of the doctor's manners; his shrewdness^ sagacity, 
and good sense ; the calm firmness of his patriotism* 
were all idealized by the women; whose enthusiasm 
greatly contributed to his success. Franklin bore 
his good fortune with great equanimity. " The acr 
count you have had of the vogue I am in here," h^ 
observes in one of his letters to his American friends^ 
'^ has some truth. Perhaps few strangers in France 
have had the good fi>rtune to be so muversally popu- 
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lar. I hope to preserve^ while I stay, the regard you 
mention of the French ladies ; for their society and 
conversation, when I have time to enjoy them, are 
extremely agreeable*^ He is still more explicit in a 
letter to his dai^hter : — '^ The day medallion of me 
you say you gave to Mr. Hopkinson, was the first of 
the kind made in France. A variety of others have 
been made since of different sizes, some to be set to 
the lid of snuff-boxes, and some so small as to be 
worn in rings; and the number sold is incredible. 
These, with the pictures, busts, and prints (of which 
copies upon copies are spread everywhere), have 
made your father's face as well known as that 
of the moon ; so that he durst not do anything 
that would oblige him to run away, as his phia 
would discover him wherever he should venture to 
show it." 

There is no exaggeration in the account given by 
Franklin of his popularity. Though the queen 
scarcely concealed her astonishment at the enthu* 
siasm he excited, the Parisian ladies gave him several 
splendid fStes, to which all the ^lite of French so- 
ciety assisted. On one of those occasions, the most 
beautiful among the three hundred women present 
crowned the patriotic doctor with a laurel wreath^ 
and then kissed him on either cheek. His bust was 
not only seen everywhere with that of La Fayette, 
but, even in the exhibition of Sevres porcelain, which 
took place in the palace of Versailles, medaUions 
of Franklin, bearing the legend, 

^ Eripyit oqelo iiilinen 
Sceptrum^ue ^ramus,** 

were publicly sold* Everything became ^ la Frankr 
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Un and & la Washington. The celebrated dancer, 
Vestris, who styled himself, in his Provencal dialect, 
le diou de la danse^ and who openly declared that the 
age had only produced three great men — Frederick, 
Voltaire, and himself I condescended to assume the 
name and character of Washington, when the rebel- 
lious opera-dancers, who were then quarrelling with 
their director, formed themselves into a congress (sic) 
at the house of Mademoiselle Guimard. 

Whilst in the triumph of America France already 
hailed her own revolution, she bade a last farewell 
to the chiefs of the old sceptic philosophy and the 
new democratic theories, Voltaire and Rousseau; who 
died in the spring of the year 1778, within a month 
of each other. 

After an absence of twenty-seven years, and in 
the eighty-fourth year of his age, Voltaire once more 
visited Paris. It was decided that he should not be 
received at court. Marie -Antoinette, less strictly 
devout than her husband, regretted being unable to 
behold one of the most illustrious men of his age. 
Voltaire was amply compensated for this slight of the 
court, by the extraordinary honours with which he 
was everywhere else received. He no sooner ap- 
peared in the theatre where his last piece, *^ Irene," 
was acted, than the whole audience rose and greeted 
him with long and enthusiastic acclamations. When 
the tragedy was over, the author's bust was disco- 
vered on the stage, and crowned with laurel, amidst 
repeated bursts of applause. Few men ever had a 
more passionate love of renown than Voltaire, and 
few had their desire so entirely fulfilled. Over- 
powered with emotion, he rose at length, on trembling 
limbs, and prepared to depart His countenance was 
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wasted and pale5 bat Ms fine dark eyes, now filled 
with tears, had preserved all theur former softness 
and brilliancy. Men of the highest rank, and the 
most noble and beantifnl women, crowded around 
him as he left his seat, and literally bore him down 
to his carriage. *^Do yon, then, want to kill me 
with joy ?" he exclaimed, addressing those who sur- 
rounded him. He was led home by an enthusiastic 
crowd, bearing lighted torches, so that all might 
behold once more the idol of France. The 
streets resounded with shouts of triimiph as the 
poet passed by. 

A few weeks after receiving these memorable 
honours, Voltaire died, on the 30th of May 1778. 
The clergy refused to bury him; and, whilst his 
name was on every lip, the government forbade his 
death to be mentioned in the public journals — a 
strange instance of the wilful blindness of those by 
whom France was then ruled. 

A month after the death of Voltaire occurred that 
of Rousseau. No lofty and dazzling triumph awaited 
the obscure end of the apostle of democra<5y. Sur- 
rounded by the few friends whom his misanthropic 
temper had not yet wholly estranged, he felt the 
hand of death stealing upon him at the close of a 
lovely sunamer's day. "Let me behold once more 
that glorious setting sun," was his last request ; and 
with his dying glance turned towards the western 
horizon, he passed away from life, his last look 
greeted by those pure harmonies of creation in which 
alone had his feverish and troubled spirit ever found 
repose. 

Though Bousseau's death produced no visible sen- 
sation in French society, he left behind him a spirit 
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&x more potent than that of Yoltaire. Tq destro}^ 
creed had been Voltaire's chosen mission ; to create 
a new society was that of Rousseau. On these twq 
principles rested the who)^ theory of th^ French 
JtQvdutiqn.. * 
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CHAPTER IV. 

ITNPOPULXRiTT OF liARtE-ANi^OllNEl^TB.-— FAVOURS 
SHOWK TO MADAME i>E POLI<3HffAC.-— HER SOClETf. 
i^ILI^FEELIN^ BETWEEN MAT)AMFi D£ OENLrlS 
ANB THE QUEElf% 

Ths AmeiioaA war, th^ tisit of Yohaare to Paris^ 
Ms triumpli aififd death, gave a powerful impulse to 
public opinioiK Wkea Aiaerica was entirely free, 
and when peace bad beefi ooncluded with England, 
tins iinptdse wad wrongly felt l^e attention of all 
then reverted to llie internal state of France ; which 
had, m the mean %im<3, >gF0w4i ^ielfcireinely critical. 

Lodis XYI. Was sinc^e and hoii^t : he really in* 
tended to falfil the hoped excited "by his accession to 
the throne; but those hopes were so extravagant, 
they implied so cotaiplete a change in eveiry e^dsl^ng 
institution, that he soon considered ^e ta^ of radical 
refolm beyond his powet. He sought, however, to 
femedy despe^te evils with tetnporaiy palliatives ; 
wh3st ike nation, irritated against the old abuses, 
daily manifested -a Uore impatient and uncontrollable 
spirit. WitlniL tW firgft year cif his reign, when the 
joy it had excited Was crtill a/t its height, there lurked 
^du^ all liiis enthnsiaeon a sec^'et feeling of dis- 
eonteirt. tn ^most aU the towns of France, serious 
riots, occasioned 1^ the Ugh price <f£ ^m, broke 
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forth. Seditions and violent placards, urging the 
people to revolt, were every morning torn from the 
walls by the watchful police. Severe measures were 
taken to repress this revolt: a few men were hanged; 
the people subsided once more into their sullen 
silence, and the whole of this plebeian affair soon 
sank into oblivion. 

With the choice of his ministers arose the first em- 
barrassment of Louis XVI. The power of D' Aiguillon 
fell, of course, with Madame du Barry. The young 
queen, possessed as yet of no influence, vainly sought 
to reinstate ChoiseuL Her husband would not hear 
of the favourite of Madame de Pompadour. In this 
dilemma, the young monarch consulted his aunts,' 
Mesdames. The fate of France then hung on the 
caprice of four women, who had never been allowed 
the least political power, and whose principles were 
directed by the liking or aversion they had conceived 
for the ministers, whom the whim of their father's 
mistresses successively raised to office. They hesitated 
for some time between two ex-ministers, Machault 
and Maurepas. Machault, severe and honest, had 
made numerous enemies at court ; Maurepas, a gay 
and brilliant courtier, had been disgraced for com- 
posing a satirical song against Madame de Pompi^ 
dour ; Mesdahes decided in his favour. The frivo- 
lous old man, to whom age could not impart its 
wisdom or even its gravity, was once more called 
to power. The king also sought the assistance of 
Malesherbes and Turgot, both members of the philo- 
sophic party. They were talented and zealous, but 
too intolerant and exclusive. Their attempts at pre- 
mature reform only raised them a host of enemies ; 
and the men who sought no less than to regenerate a 
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wliole nation, fell before paltry court intrigaers* This 
philosophic power was, nevertheless, a step taken in 
the right direction, since it acknowledged the supre- 
macy of public opinion. The reforming ministers 
employed pamphleteers to expose and defend their 
opinions, and adopted other indirect methods of 
ascertaining how far the current of general feeling 
lay in their favour. The publicity thus given to the 
ministerial measures also occasioned very important 
debates in society. Necker, seconded by his wife, 
acted a leading part in those discussions; for se- 
rious dissensions divided even the philosophic party. 
Necker early opposed the plans of Turgot: a cir- 
cumstance which obtained him the favour of those 
nobles whom the severity of Turgot*8 principles had 
alienated. The women, according to their custom, 
took an active share in this controversy, discussed 
political economy at their toilet, and dogmatically 
established the supremacy of whatever opinions they 
chose to favour. 

Marie- Antoinette also interfered in these impor- 
tant matters, but not with much judgment or success. 
Her sympathies for Choiseul first led her to favour 
the reformers; she was, however, soon disgusted 
with their severity. fThe partisans of the old system 
of government, who accused her of inducing her hus- 
band to confide too exclusively to the economists, 
urged her to unite herself to Maurepas, in order to 
overthrow Turgot. She did so, and effected her ob- 
ject : for already had she gained over her weak hus- 
band that fatal power which is linked with almost 
every error in the history of his reign. 

For a long time, the dazrfing beauty and winning 
grace of Marie-Antoinette had remained powerless 
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over the calm and phlegmatic Louifi XYL He 
allowed her no influence whatever during the first 
year of his reign* M esdames, it is said, had pr^« 
diced him against his wife, — the pledge of the hated 
Austrian aUiance* The young monarch, like them, 
instinctivelj distrusted Marie-Antoinette. He knew 
so well her passicmate attachment for the House of 
Austria, that, whenev^ any affair relative to it bad 
to be transacted, he anxiously recommended his 
ministers not to mention Ihe matter to the queen. 
However great her poweir may have been sttbse^ 
quently, it is certain that she could never exercise 
it either in fevour of Choisieul or of her Austrian 
relatives. When the native coldness of Louis XYL 
had been once subdued, he granted, however^ con«- 
siderable influence to his young and beautiful wife. 
After she had given h^rs to the throne, tiie queen 
thought herself justified in interfering with political 
matters more openly than she had done till then. 
From the moment that this was perceived to be the 
ease, her popnlarity rapiifly declined. It was still 
at its height, when her brother, Joseph IL, visited 
France, in die year 1777w They went together one 
night to the opera, and entered the theatre as the 
actors, who performed Grludc'i^ ** Ipirigenia,'* were 
singing the choros-^^ * 

" Chantons, oelebFoaii notre rdine,^* '&o. 

When Marie- Antdinette appeared in her box the 
whole house seized the apspopoa, and enthusia^cally 
repeated ''Chantons, celebrons ^otre reine," &c.. 
Overcome with emotion, the young queen bowed 
her head between her hands and burst into tears. 
Linked, as her name is now with scarcely paralleled 
misfortunes most heroically >eaditred, it is difficult to 
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conceive how Marie- Antoinette could draw down on 
herself the deep hatred which grew in silent strength 
with every year of her unhappy reign, suddenly 
broke forth at the Revolution, and ultimately led her 
to the scaffold. Minute and almost trifling causes 
produced this result. 

The qualities of Marie- Antoinette were of those 
which misfortune calls forth, but which seldom shine 
in prosperity. Fickle and wilftd in everything, she 
capriciously favoured or opposed ministers. Whilst 
the reformers were in fashion, they had her support ; 
she withdrew it when they had lost the approbation 
of the frivolous coteries who guided her opinions. 

This conduct, with a recklessness dangerous even 
in a queen, and a slight tendency to satire, added to 
the number of her enemies. Annoyed at the rigid 
punctiliousness of her lady of honour, Madame de 
Noailles, she petulantly named her ^^ Madame I'Eti- 
quette.'' The great and powerftd family of the 
offended lady deeply resented this aflront, and en- 
tered into a secret, and finally an open, opposition 
against the queen. Unfortimately for his wife, the 
graver Louis XVL did not check her imprudent 
vivacity, and allowed her to indulge, without re- 
straint, in all the gaieties of the court. Whilst the 
queen compromised the old stateliness of royalty by 
too great though innocent freedom, Louis was ab- 
sorbed in his favourite geography, or studying smith- 
work with a locksmith named Gamain ; who assumed 
with him the tone and all the authority of a master. 

The king," «ud Gaouun, many yeis afterwards. 

was good, forbeanng, timid, inquisitive, and ad- 
dicted to sleep. He was fond of lockmaking to 
excess; and he concealed himself from the queen 
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and the court to file and forge with me. In order 
to convey his anvil and my own backwards and for- 
wards, we were obliged to use a thousand stratagems." 

Besides the influential Noailles, the queen es- 
tranged the severe religious party, headed by the 
Princess of Marsan, governess of Louis XVL's two 
sisters. This lady, offended at the ridicule with 
which Marie- Antoinette, whilst yet dauphiness, had 
spoken of the austere education she gave her pupils, 
dwelt, in her turn, with some asperity on the levity 
of the young Austrian princess ; who found censors 
still more severe in the bosom of the royal family. 
Mesdames, though good and amiable women, never 
liked their niece. She was an Austrian, and she 
favoured Choiseul, whom they detested. They de- 
plored her frivolousness, her prodigality, and espe- 
cially her influence over her husband; which had 
superseded their own. They sought not to injure 
her, but their ill-repressed blame swelled the voice of 
general murmur. Her brother-in-law. Monsieur, 
(afterwards Louis XVIIL) and his wife, Madame, 
proved more active and formidable opponents. They 
envied the queen, and headed a sort of secret court 
opposition against her and Louis XYL The Duke 
of Chartres was her professed enemy : he hated her ; 
for to her and her influence he ascribed all the 
mortifications his ambition and pride had endured. 

However uninteresting these trifling court matters 
may justly seem at the present epoch, they then 
possessed a vast degree of importance. The wounded 
pride of Madame de Noailles, the discontent of 
Madame de Marsan and Mesdames, the envy of 
Monsieur, the resentment of the Duke of Chartres, 
considerably influenced public opinion with regard 
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to Marie- Antoinette ; and that hatred which the 
people were gradually taught to feel for her very 
name^ hastened the Bevolution, and precipitated the 
fall of monarchy. Each frivolous action^ light word, 
or look of scornful pride,— each feeling of enmity she 
had ever raised, — ^bore their fruit in time for the 
hapless queen. Evilly disposed, however, as were 
her enemies, she could only blame her own impru- 
dence if their calumnies took effect. Few women, 
so critically placed as she was, sacrificed less than 
Marie- Antoinette to the spirit of the times. France 
was an absolute monarchy, but tempered, as a cour- 
tier once observed, by songs and epigrams : in other 
words, by the power of public opinion. K the queen 
had secured this mighty auxiliary on her side, she 
might well have braved her antagonists ; but, proud 
in the consciousness of innocence and sovereign 
power, she recklessly allowed them to enlist every 
class of society against her and her name. It was 
for the sake of conciliating a few individuals, and 
often a female favourite, that Marie- Antoinette thus 
estranged influential masses. She carried friendship 
to the height of a passion. Her love for the king, 
though sincere and devoted, could not absorb all 
her affections. The contrast between Louis XYI. 
and his beautifril wife suggested many uncharitable 
thoughts to their courtiers. Calumny successively 
attributed to the Count of Artois, the Duke of 
Lauzun, and the Count of Fersen, a share in the 
favour of the queen. No proofs of her alleged errors 
have ever been produced. Her favourite attendant, 
Madame Campan, when pressed on this subject, 
many years after the death of her royal mistress, 
confessed that Marie- Antoinette had indeed once 
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experienced a deep and unhappy attachment, but 
averred with solemn energy that this involuntary 
feeling had ever remained pure and unsullied. The 
restraints which duty and self-respect thus imposed 
upon her feelings, rendered the queen more unre- 
served in the manifestations of her friendship. Ma- 
dame de Maill6, the Princess of Lamballe, and 
Madame de Polignac successively attracted her 
notice. They were aU three gentle and beautiful 
women, but the affection she felt for them proved 
very fatal to the popularity of Marie- Antoinette. 

Madame de Polignac was disinterested, and really 
loved the queen for her own sake; but she wa8 
surrounded by a host of needy, grasping, and am- 
bitious relatives, who speculated in a shameftd man- 
ner on the friendship of Marie- Antoinette. Titles, 
pensions, favours, and lucrative posts, were showered 
down on the happy favourite and her friends. Her 
sister-in-law, the Countess Diana of Polignac, an 
ugly, overbearing woman^ generally detested, was 
said to rule her completely; to instruct her every 
morning concerning her behaviour with the queen, 
and to give her a list of the favours to be asked in 
the course of the day. So insolent did this Countess 
Diana become, that even the gentle Princess Eliza- 
beth, to whom she was lady of honour, could not 
endure her tyranny; and, in order to escape from 
her, took refuge at Saint-Cyr. It was only on the 
personal intercession of Louis XYI., who shared all 
his wife's weakness for the Polignacs, that harmony 
was restored between Madame Elizabeth and her 
imperious attendant. 

The lucrative favours bestowed on the Princess 
of Lamballe, and especially on Madame de Polignac 
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and her friends, caused much jealousy at court* The 
proud and powerful Noailles looked down with 
haughty displeasure on their upstart rivals* The 
political power which Marie- Antoinette granted to 
the Polignacs was viewed with equal disfavour by all 
those who could not hope to share it* If she ruled 
the king, the Polignacs ruled her. Necker, in the 
account he subsequently gave of his second ministry, 
complained that the measures he proposed to the king 
had to be submitted to the queen, the princes, 
Madame de Polignac, her friends, and even to Marie- 
Antoinette's femme de chambre, Madame Campan, 
before they could be carried into effect. Marie- 
Antoinette was, however, friendly to Necker. She 
sought to prevent him from resigning in 1781 ; but it 
was by employing personal entreaty, and not by 
obtaining for him the post he had asked, and which 
his services certainly deserved. When Necker had 
resigned his authority, the queen desired to have a 
private interview with him, for the purpose of induc- 
ing him to remain in office* A crowd of distinguished 
persons waited at the door of her apartment, in order 
to learn the result of her interference* She soon 
came forth, with a sad and troubled countenance : 
*^He refuses absolutely I** she said with a sigh* 
Necker's resignation — the work of Maurepas — was 
indeed considered in the light of a public calamity. 
Marie- Antoinette — offended perhaps at not having 
conquered the resolve of the austere Genevese, and 
probably influenced by her friends — capriciously 
withdrew her favour from Necker, and strenuously 
opposed his recall at a later period* 

A vague consciousness of her failing popularity, 
the knowledge of the great social power which women 
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then poaaeased, and the wkh of sharing in this in- 
fluence^ induced Marie- Antoinette to open to her 
friends the drawing-room of Madame de Polignac, to 
whom she bad given an apartment in the palace of 
Versailles. " Here," she often observed with a smile, 
** I am no longer the queen : I am myself." She wished 
for the power thus exercised to be exclusively the 
power of the woman. But, beautiful and attractive as 
she was, Marie-Antoinette acted imprudently in thus 
casting away the prestige of rank. She was not 
sufficiently brilliant or witty to rival the women who 
presided over the societies of the day ; unless, indeed, 
she opened, like them, the saloon of her friend to the 
men : without whom those societies would, after all, 
have been insipid. She did not do so ; and, though 
honoured with the royal presence, the society of 
Madame de Polignac was accordingly considered most 
unentertaining. The queen possessed little conversa- 
tional talent ; her quiet fiiend had none — " For," as 
the envious courtiers never failed, indeed, to remark, 
** the royal favourites were all commonplace women." 
This was true ; and it confirmed the report that, not^ 
withstanding a few happy repartees, Marie- Antoinette 
was not herself very clever or intellectual She dis- 
liked serious conversation, and excluded it wherever 
she appeared. The eighteenth century never pro- 
duced a less literary coterie than that over which 
she presided. The agreeable Madame de Boufflers^ 
wishing to excuse herself from complying with a 
request addressed to her by Madame de Polignac, did 
so in a polite letter, mingled with poetiy. Madame 
de Polignac showed the verses to her friends, who 
criticised them very bitterly. Their remarks being 
repeated to Madame de Boufflers, she replied, with a 
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smile^ ** I regret that they find the verses so bad, for 
the sake of poor Badne ; for they are by him, and 
not by me." Superficial wits, like Rivarol, were 
received at the soir6es of Madame de Polignac, in 
order to supply the deficiencies of the ladies. When 
the queen gave a concert, Gluck came to accompany 
her singing. The old Duchess of Grammont — ^favoured 
on account of her brother, Choiseul — the Count of 
Artois, the Count of Vaudreuil, Bivarol, and the 
friends of the Polignac family, were amongst the few 
members of this society ; which, with little of the wit 
of coteries, had their worst fault — exclusion. 

The courtiers whom Marie- Antoinette refused to 
admit became so many covert enemies. They spoke 
with great bitterness on the impropriety of her con- 
duct in thus mingling with untitled literary men, and 
in singing to the accompaniment of a mere artist like 
Gluck. They said, and not unjustly, that the even- 
ings which Marie- Antoinette devoted to her private 
amusements were abstracted from the court. Con- 
stituted as French society then was, this was a serious 
objection — one which, had she not been so imprudent, 
would have had weight with Marie- Antoinette. What, 
indeed, without the presence of the queen, were all 
the f(3tes, pomps, pleasures, and boasted glories of 
Versailles ? When Marie-Lecsinska adopted, through 
extreme devotion, a course somewhat similar, her 
absence from the court was not felt. She was queen 
in name only; Madame de Pompadour had all the 
reality and homage of queenly power. But such was 
not the case with Marie- Antoinette. The king loved 
no other woman ; she reigned alone over the court ; 
and when she abandoned it, to seek the quiet drawing- 
room of Madame de Polignac, the courtiers thought 
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themselves justified in filling the palace with upbraid- 
ing murmurs. It was, indeed, foil j in the queen to 
think that she could unite all the power and splendour 
of rank to the ease and freedom of privacy. The 
discontent of the noblesse soon reached the middle 
and inferior classes, between whom and the upper 
ranks there now existed a much more rapid com- 
munication than of yore. Although, beyond the 
precincts of the court, the favour of Madame de 
Polignac could inspire no personal jealousy, a deep 
feeling of irritation was nevertheless created by the 
immense smns she was supposed to draw from the 
State. The favourites of kings had seldom been 
popular in France ; but those of queens had always 
been odious. 

Besides the courtiers and the people, Marie- Antoi- 
nette also alienated a numerous and powerful class, — 
the artists and literary men, whom she neglected to 
patronize. She read little, and only light literature. 
She, whose part in history was to be so dark and 
tragic, never perused those historical narratives 
whence she might, perchance, have derived a few 
useful lessons. Marie- Antoinette has very errone- 
ously been represented as a learned and accomplished 
princess. She frankly confessed to Madame Campan 
that she had never understood one word of the Latin 
harangues she uttered in Vienna, and had not even 
touched the beautiful drawings said by Marie- 
Theresa to be the production of her favourite 
daughter. The courtiers were somewhat mortified 
at the queen's evident ignorance, which all her tact 
and grace could not disguise. When she acted in 
private theatricals with her brothers-in-law and their 
wives, many of the spectators observed, loud enough 
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to be heard, that the acting was royally bad (royale- 
ment mal joue). The queen was still more unfor- 
tunate with regard to those pieces which were acted 
before her, and first produced by her command. In 
spite of her patronage — perhaps because they were 
patronized by her — ^they almost always fell before the 
Parisian audiences. She was very keenly alive to 
the slight thus put upon her taste, and which pro- 
bably arose from a feeling of resentment; for if 
Madame de Pompadour had been blamed for doing 
so little in favour of literature, it was nevertheless 
acknowledged that infinitely less was done by Marie- 
Antoinette. 

The Polignacs, though as indifferent as their mis- 
tress to such subjects, once chose, however, to 
patronize an author and a comedy : the author was 
the imprincipledBeaumarchais— the comedy, the cyni- 
cal production known as the ** Marriage of Figaro ;" 
in itself the herald of a revolution. It was a cha- 
racteristic feature of the times, that this play, which 
attacked society and government with an inunoral 
degree of levity, and yet with much truth and power, 
should have been patronized by the friends of Marie- 
Antoinette. The censors, having prohibited it from 
being acted, Beaumarchais read the piece to a circle 
of influential friends, by whom it was pronounced 
admirable. Every one accordingly wished to hear 
it, and every one, thanks to the author's com- 
plaisance, had heard it ere long. Nothing but the 
prohibited comedy was spoken of throughout all 
Paris. The circle of Madame de Polignac was in 
raptures with ^* Figaro," and incessantly teazed the 
king to grant the permission for having it performed. 
Louis, who had heard it in private, refused, and sent 
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a lettre de cachet, forbidding even the private per*- 
formance of the comedy, at the moment it was going 
to take place before an eager and fashionable circle. 
This prohibition excited the most vehement indigna- 
tion. The king was styled tyrant and oppressor, by 
the very courtiers whose reactionary feelings after- 
wards caused his ruin. Beaumarchais exclaimed in 
his anger, ^' The piece shall be acted, even though 
it should be in the very choir of Notre Dame !" He 
consented, however, to soften down a few passages ; 
and, with the aid of the Vaudreuils and the Polig- 
nacs, succeeded in wringing the long wished-for per- 
mission from the king. *' Figaro" obtained almost 
unexampled success; and the seventy-second per- 
formance was as crowded as the first. The court did 
not dare to suspend the representations of the comedy, 
but unwisely imprisoned the author I 

The permission of acting the " Marriage of Figaro" 
had been so reluctantly granted, that no one thanked 
the Polignacs for their share in obtaining it. The 
queen, though she had nothing to do with this affair, 
was blamed by those who feared the effect of the 
profligate comedy. Whatever occurred, ill fortune 
attended her still. Even the encouragement which 
she gave to music and her countryman Gluck, was 
productive of a strife memorable in the annals of 
French society. Though the genius of Gluck was 
recognised, the party opposed to the queen promptly 
brought forward, as his rival, the Italian PiccinL 
Two inimical factions henceforth divided the town. 
In the streets, in coffee-houses, private dwellings, and 
academies, the important point was warmly discussed. 
** Are you a Gluckist or a Piccinist?" was now a 
question universally addressed: and, according as 
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the answer might be, firiendships were confirmed or 
angrily dissolved. The quarrels of the Jansenists 
and the M olinists, or even those of the philosophers 
and the devotees, had never possessed so much impor- 
tance, or been marked with half the acrimony now 
raised in the name of the gentlest of all arts. 

Gluck and music were the only objects of Marie- 
Antoinette's encouragement. She neglected painters 
and their productions, though both were patronized 
by several of the Parisian ladies. Madame de Genlis, 
k particular, was always surrounded by some of the 
most talented artists of the day. Between this lady 
and the queen there unfortunately existed a very 
bitter animosity. In general, Marie- Antoinette did 
not like the women of her time, and was not liked by 
them. When she gave birth to her first child (the 
Duchess of Angouleme)) the Duchess of Chartres, on 
paying her the customary visit, besought her majesty 
to accept the excuses of Madame de Genlis, who was 
too ill to appear. Marie- Antoinette haughtily re- 
plied, that although the celebrity of Madame de 
Genlis might cause her absence from court to be 
noticed, her rank did not authorize her to send in 
excuses. Madame de Genlis had already been 
slighted by the queen, who disliked her character, 
and cared little for her writings; woimded to the 
quick by this last aflfront, she criticized with some 
acrimony the tastes and habits of Marie- Antoinette. 
The queen spoke with equal asperity of Madame de 
Genlis's conduct and literary productions. Courtiers 
embittered the quarrel Those who wished to render 
themselves agreeable to the queen, discovered that 
they could do so by turning Madame de Genlis into 
ridicule; whilst others, equally uncharitable, imme- 
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diately repeated to the authoress all the keen epi- 
grams and satirical remarks uttered, at her expense, 
in the apartment of Marie- Antoinette. This treat* 
ment was greatly resented by Madame de Genlis, 
who was easily irritated, and not so easily appeased. 
She disagreed with the rigid Madame Necker, and 
kept up a vehement quarrel with her impassioned 
daughter; she wrangled for a long time with the 
aristocratic party, and ultimately fell out with the 
revolutionists. The philosophers she held in utter 
detestation, since the academy, instead of bestowing 
the Montyon prize on one of her works, gave it 
to Madame D'Epinay's " Conversations d'Emilie." 
The old Duchess of Grammont, whose temper was 
probably soured by disappointed ambition, confessed 
herself delighted at this result, and declared, — ** That 
she hoped Madame de Genlis would either die of 
spite, which would be a highly fortunate event, or, 
that, if she survived her disgrace, she would, at least, 
write a good satire against the philosophers which 
would prove almost as amusing.'' 

Though Madame de Genlis was not generally 
liked, her position and talents gave her great influ- 
ence. It would have been politic even for the queen 
of France to have secured her good will: an easy 
task, when a look and a smile from Marie- Antoinette 
were counted high favours 1 But the queen would 
not stoop to conciliation. She preferred braving the 
most influential women of the day to the higher 
triumph of subduing them by grace and gentleness. 
The austere and virtuous Madame Necker did not 
stand higher in her favour than the pliant Madame 
de Genlis. Louis XVL shared her feelings: he 
accused Keeker of allowing himself to be governed 
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by his wife, '' who wanted to make of France a 
quairelsome republic like her own Geneva.'* This 
was a general impression. Some of the caricatures 
of the day represented Necker sitting at his dinner, 
whilst his wife stood by him, on account of her in- 
firmity, and read him a moral treatise. Madame 
Necker was far too prudent to display the open ani* 
mosity of Madame de Grenlis, but die blamed the 
firivolousness and imprudence of the queen, in lan- 
guage which, though covertly expressed, was far 
more effective. 

It is sad, and true, that though Marie- Antoinette 
could inspire her chosen friends with feelings of 
heroic devotedness to her person, she never knew 
how to conciliate the general sympathies of her own 
sex. Proud and unbending, when she saw her share 
of popularity and social influence pass into the hands 
of other women, she made desperate efforts to win 
back the foiling power ; but she would never stoop 
to accept it from those whom a few gracious words 
might have rallied to her cause and made her own 
for ever. 
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CHAPTER V. 

CONFUSED STATE OF FEENCH SOCIETY. — THE DI- 
AMOND NECKLACE. — MINISTERS FAVOURED BT 
THE QUEEN. — ^MADAME DE STAEL. — MADAME DE 
CONDORCET. 

On the eve of her great Revolution — that is to say, 
from 1781 to 1789 — France was in that state of con- 
fosion and disorder which generaUj ushers in deep 
social convulsions* The most opposite principles 
were recognised and adopted : for, in that wide chaos, 
though there might be much tumult, there was, aa 
yet, no strife. The contrasts which this state of 
society presented were often full of singularity. 

The French nobles who returned from the American 
war, found the popularity of Franklin and Washington 
superseded by the Anglomania. This was only a seem- 
ing contradiction. The French had willingly inflicted 
a severe blow on England; but they loved English 
freedom and constitutional monarchy. Unable to en- 
joy either, they adopted at least English customs. 
English clubs, horses, racing, jiockeys, and even high 
boots and plain cloth coats, were not thought un- 
worthy of imitation. The clubs were not political at 
first ; but, by separating the two sexes, they proved 
fatal to female influence, and changed the spirit of 
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Bodety. It lost its frivolous polish: the graceful 
effeminacy, which had prevailed so long, gave way to 
a new power and energy, well fitted to prepare the 
nation for the revolutionary outbreak. 

This revolution was anticipated by all; but, unlike 
other social contests, it was expected to be both 
pacific and pure. Political dissensions, the blood- 
stained scaffold, foreign war, and civil strife, with all 
the selfishness, treachery, and fierce passions they 
arouse, were unsuspected by the enthusiastic innova- 
tors. The nobles spoke of the approaching struggle as 
of a new fashion, introduced and patronized by them. 
They neither regretted the past nor feared the future. 
Surrounded by all the privileges of feudal power, they 
had discarded its flattering customs for the indepen- 
dence of English manners. Their lands and vassals 
gave wealth and influence ; their birth bestowed dis- 
tinctions unearned by toil and long patience. They 
could afford to be philosophers, friends of men, and 
even democrats. This anomaly was only one of the 
signs of the times. Philosophy, the spirit of old 
chivalry, republican enthusiasm, licentiousness, and 
vain affectation of sentiment, often characterized the 
same individual, even as they characterized the whole 
nation. 

A touch of mystic enthusiasm nevertheless pervaded 
all this confusion and levity. Mesmer, who perverted 
to unworthy uses the phenomena of animal magnet- 
ism, and Cagliostro, whose wild assertions of super- 
natural power now excite only a smile of contempt, 
found numerous disciples in the land of scepticism. 
The name of the latter notorious charlatan then 
bestowed a new interest on the memorable afl&ir of 
^e diamond necklace which brought in contact the 
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names of a profligate cardinal^ a noted intriguer^ a 
courtesan^ two common sharpers^ and the queen of 
France I 

The origin of an event so fatal to the fair name of 
Marie- Antoinette as woman^ and to her dignity as 
queen^ laj in the enmity she had long entertained 
against the Cardinal de Rohan. She knew that^ 
whilst he was ambassador in Vienna, the cardinal 
had opposed her marriage with the dauphin, and she 
came to France greatly irritated against him. In a 
letter' to D'Aiguillon^ Kohan ridiculed the affected 
sorrow of Marie-Theresa for the partition of Poland^ 
D' Aiguillon showed the letter to Madame du Barry ; 
she took it from him, and, being then in open hos- 
tility to the dauphiness, communicated it to all her 
friends. Marie- Antoinette understood that the letter 
had been originally addressed by the cardinal to 
Madame du Barry herself. This wounded her to 
the quick. When she became queen, and the am- 
bassador returned from Vienna, she treated him with 
marked disfavour. It was said, and believed, that 
there also existed another motive for this pointed 
aversion, and that the cardinal — a vain, handsome 
man, noted for the profligacy of his conduct — had 
early conceived a passion for Marie- Antoinette, which 
she perceived, and thus severely checked. Her cold- 
ness nearly drove him to despair. It was in vain 
that, with almost boundless wealth at his command, 
he could revel in all the luxurious pleasures his un- 
scrupulous conscience so freely allowed ; in vain that 
he belonged to one of the first families of the land, 
and held the highest dignities of the Gallican church, 
with broad lands and many fw* revenues : so long as 
he lacked the sunshine of the queen's smiles, and 
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Versailles remained forbidden ground for him; life 
was shorn of all joy and delight. Ten years passed 
away^ and wrought no change in this strange infatua- 
tion. The cardinal caught distant glimpses of the 
queen^ and hoped against all hope for the return of 
her favour, whilst she relentlessly persisted in the 
manifestations of her haughty displeasure. 

A clever intriguing woman, named the Countess 
of La Mothe Valois, who represented herself as 
being descended from the royal house of Valois, and 
who was so in reality, audaciously resolved to profit 
by this weakness of the cardinal She was pretty, 
insinuating, and easily succeeded. She made him 
believe that she secretly possessed the favour of 
the queen, and offered to reconcile him to her. He 
eagerly accepted, and wrote a long letter of justifica- 
tion, which Madame La Mothe undertook to deliver. 
She soon returned him a forged reply, in which 
Marie- Antoinette was made to profess a complete 
alteration in his favour, although she declined, for 
prudential reasons, to see him yet, or manifest any 
Leroal change in her bearing ' The excess of th^ 
cardinal's joy rendered him even more credulous than 
he was by nature ; although he believed in Cagliostro, 
alchemy, and the philosopher's stone. He had seen 
Madame de La Mothe enter and leave the palace 
through private entrances, and on this authority he 
readily admitted all that she told him concerning her 
intimacy with the queen. 

Madame de la Mothe derived considerable sums 
from the Cardinal de Kohan, through means of forged 
letters, in which the queen requested him to assist 
her with various loans of money for acts of private 
charity. The sums, which the delighted cardinal 
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eagerly forwarded, were all entrusted to Madame 
de la Mothe, as well as two hundred letters which 
he addressed to Marie- Antoinette. When he at 
length became impatient for more substantial marks 
of the queen's good graces, Madame de la Mothe 
bribed a tall, handsome courtesan of the Palais 
Royal, named D'Oliva, to take the part of Marie- 
Antoinette; whom she greatly resembled. This girl 
was easily persuaded that the queen wished her, in 
a frolic, to assume her character in the gardens of 
Trianon, and exchange a few words with a nobleman. 
On a dark evening of the month of July 1784, 
D'Oliva, attired in white like the queen, was intro- 
duced by Madame de la Mothe into the gardens of 
Trianon, where, seated in a shady bower, she awaited 
the approach of the cardinal. He came, and sank 
down at her feet in a transport of joy. He had only 
time, however, to take a rose with which she presented 
him, and listen to a few gracious words which fell 
&om her lips, when her accomplices made a sound 
of approaching footsteps, and thus disturbed the 
interview. The false queen rose in weU-feigned 
alarm, and hastily retired, leaving the cardinal 
chagrined at the brevity of this meeting, but full 
of intoxicating hopes ; for, in his soaring wishes, he 
aspired both to the favour of the queen and the love 
of the woman. The sums which Madame de la Mothe 
had drawn from the cardinal enabled her to Uve in 
handsome style, and to persuade various persons that 
she was really in favour with the queen. Boehmer, 
the jeweller, besought her to persuade her majesty 
to purchase the necklace of magnificent diamonds, 
which he had collected together with infinite toil 
and trouble for Madame du Barry. A writer, whose 



THE DIAMOND NECKLACE. 83 

depth and penetration have thrown much light on 
this doubtful subject, thus elaborately describes this 
queenly ornament : — 

**A row of seventeen glorious diamonds, large 
almost as filberts, encircle, not too tightly, the neck 
a first time. Looser, gracefully fastened thrice to 
these, a three-wreathed festoon, and pendants enough, 
simple, pear-shaped, multiple star-shaped, and clus'- 
tering amorphous encircle it, enwreathe it a* second 
time. Loosest of all, softly flowing round from be- 
hind, in priceless catenary, rush down two broad 
threefold rows, seem to knot themselves, round a 
very queen of diamonds, on the bosom : then rush 
on, a^n separated, aa if there were length in 
plenty ; the very tassels of them were a fortune for 
some men. And now, lastly, two other inexpres- 
sible threefold rows, also with their tassels, will, when 
the necklace is put on and clasped, unite themselves 
behind into a doubly inexpressible sixfold row ; and 
so stream down, together or asunder, over the hind- 
neck, we may fancy, like lambent zodiacal, or aurora- 
borealis fire." * 

This magnificent necklace was worth 1,800,000 
livres. The queen had several times reAised to pur- 
chase it, thinking it too costly and profitless an orna- 
ment. " We have more need of seventy-fours than 
of necklaces," she once nobly replied to Boehmer's 
earnest solicitations. Madame de la Mothe, to whom 
he applied, seemed disinclined to interfere in the 
matter; but carelessly hinted that the Cardinal of 
Kohan might effect the object he so ardently desired. 
She had already insinuated to the cardinal, that 

* Carlyle's Essays, vol. v. p. 20. 
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Marie- Antoinette longed passionately for the splen- 
did necklace, without daring to purchase it openly. 
Kohan eagerly offered to render her this service. 
Many seeming di£Sculties were raised; but at last 
Madame de la Mothe said she had procured the con- 
sent of the queen, and, on the 29th of January 1785, 
an agreement was drawn up between the Cardinal of 
Bohan and Boehmer, by which the latter agreed to 
deUver tip the necklace to the cardinal for the sum of 
1,600,000 livres. This agreement was taken to Ver- 
sailles by Madame de la Mothe, who returned it 
with the addition, Bon — Marie^Antoinette de France. 
Neither the cardinal nor the court-jeweller noticed 
that the words de France — which belonged to the 
royal family of France only— could not have been 
used by an Austrian princess. On the following day 
the necklace was delivered to Madame de la Mothe 
by the cardinal. Cagliostro, in whom he placed great 
trust, was consulted on this occasion, and prophesied 
that this affair would end most fortunately for his 
eminence. 

Madame de la Mothe's husband in the mean time 
took the diamonds to England, and there parted 
with them separately. Nothing was discovered until 
the first instalment became due. The money not being 
paid at the appointed time, it was claimed by Boeh- 
mer. The queen denied all knowledge of the necklace ; 
an explanation ensued, and the matter was imme- 
diately laid by Marie- Antoinette before her husband. 
On the 15th of August 1785, which was also 
Assumption-day, the Cardinal of Bohan was simi- 
moned to the royal presence. His confused man- 
ner and hesitating replies conveyed to Louis XVI., 
who shared his wife's prejudices against him, a 
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strong impression of his guilt. The shame of having 
been so grossly duped mighty however^ have ex- 
plained the cardinal's bearing. The king ordered 
him to be taken into custody: he had time, never- 
theless, to say a few words in Grerman to his atten- 
dant5 who hurried to Paris, and reached his master's 
hotel before the officers of justice. The most im- 
portant of the cardinal's papers, such as his corre- 
spondence with Madame de la Mothe, and the foiged 
letters of the queen, were instantly destroyed by his 
confidant, the Abb^ Georgee. 

The Cardinal de Rohan's trial, in which Madame 
de la Mothe, d'Oliva, and Cagliostro were also im- 
plicated, lasted nine months, and created immense 
scandal The queen was accused of being the accom- 
plice of Madame de la Mothe, and of having joined 
in this intrigue for the purpose of ruining the car- 
dinal; who, instead of being ridiculed as a foolish 
dupe, was elevated to the dignity of a victim of court 
machinations, and of Marie- Antoinette's implacable 
hatred. The whole aristocracy exclaimed against 
the enormity of bringing a man of his rank to trial. 
Madame de Marsan, though nearly allied to him, 
alone behaved nobly, for she purchased and sup- 
pressed one of the nimaerous libels against the queen : 
to whom this trait was never even known. 

This trial did not only give rise to the most inju- 
rious surmises against Marie- Antoinette, it inflicted 
on monarchy a deep irremediable stain. The queen 
might be pure as snow ; but the prestige of royalty 
had been broken. The diurch suffered more deeply 
still : the spectacle of one of its first dignitaries 
leaguing himself with a man like Cagliostro, and a 
woman like Madame de la Mothe, in order to obtain 
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the favour of the Queen of France, was a disgrace 
which deeply affected the sincere religious party. 
They felt that her own faithless servants were the 
greatest foes of religion. 

The Parliament acquitted the cardinal ; less, it is 
said, from a belief in his innocence, than from a 
feeling of animosity against the queen. On learning 
the acquittal, Marie- Antoinette wept bitterly. How 
deeply must the consciousness of her failing power 
have come over her then? Madame de la Mothe 
was publicly whipped and branded. She afterwards 
escaped to England : her end is a mystery still. 
Notwithstanding his acquittal, the cardinal was or- 
dered to retire to Auvergne. He afterwards became 
a member of the Constituent Assembly, and ulti- 
mately emigrated. 

The tears which Marie- Antoinette shed, on hear- 
ing of the acquittal of De Kohan, did not subdue her 
haughty temper. She continued to place herself in 
opposition to the general will, until she brought down 
on her head the vengeance of the whole nation. 
Still yielding to the advice of the Polignac coterie, 
she succeeded in having Calonne appointed ministelr. 
Dexterous, unprincipled, holding as his first political 
dogma, that to curtail the magnificence (z. e. extra- 
vagance) of royalty was rank heresy, Calonne was 
indeed the man ier a true Courtis's own heart. 
Places and pensions were freely showered down 
during his prodigal rule ; which hastened — ^but could 
scarcely render more certain — the ruin of the State. 
Calonne was at first in great favour with the queen. 
He encouraged her extravagance, instead of checking 
it like Turgot or Necker. She once sent to consult 
him on a financial matter of some importance* ^^ Tell 



IMPOLITIC CONDUCT OF THE QUEEN. 87 

her majesty,'' he promptly replied to the messenger, 
*^ that if what she asks is difficulty it is ahready done ; 
if it is impossible, it shall be done." Thus encou- 
raged, the queen, notwithstanding the impoverished 
state of the finances, purchased the magnificent seat 
of Saint Cloud from the Duke of Orleans : a step 
which was much censured. Ere long, however, she 
became dissatisfied with Calonne : her pride was 
wounded at the undue ascendancy the Polignacs 
sought to exercise over her. She perceived too late 
the difference between a favourite and a friend. She 
was also hurt to see that Madame de Polignac be- 
came cordial or distant in her behaviour according to 
the favours granted or refused to her friends. If she 
loved her still, it was because she knew her nature 
to be pure and good ; but the charm of their inter- 
course had vanished. The extravagance of Calonne 
at length compelled him to retire from office: he 
left the finances in a deplorable condition. It was 
generally expected that Necker would be recalled ; 
but such was not the case. The queen once more 
yielded to the fatal advice of a favourite, and her 
old preceptor, the Abbe de Vermond, mainly con- 
tributed to the appointment of Brienne, archbishop 
of Sens. 

M. de Sens, as he was generally called, according 
to the custom which designated an ecclesiastical dig- 
nitary by the name of his see, was a tall, handsome 
man, of stately presence and courtly manners, be- 
neath which he veiled a spirit of unconquerable 
ambition and pride. His conduct was dissolute ; his 
religious principles verged on atheism. He had 
urged Louis XVI. to check the freedom of the 
press, and persecute the Protestants. He was a 
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great £riend of the philosophers whilst still Arch- 
bishop of Toulouse5 and frequented the evening 
parties of Mademoiselle de Lespinasse^ and the 
suppers of Madame du Deffand. When Mademoi* 
selle de Lespinasse died» she left him, as a proof of her 
friendship, a few trifling debts to pay. The popu- 
larity of the Archbishop of Sens was considerable 
with the women of his time, and he availed himself 
of it with infinite address. His brother, M. de 
Brienne, had married a wealthy heiress, on whose 
rich dowry, and the archbishop's ecclesiastical reve- 
nues, they lived with great state and splendour in the 
handsome castle of Brienne. All the luxuries of 
art and wealth abounded in this magnificent resi- 
dence. Brienne was thronged with visitors ; men of 
fashion, and the most beautiful women of the day, 
hastened to enjoy the delights of a place where balls, 
comedies, and even easy lectures on natural philo- 
sophy, were daily prepared for their amusement. 
Those persons who had been so fortunate as to re- 
ceive an invitation, and to spend a few days at this 
fairy palace, spoke of it with enthusiasm, and spread 
everywhere the renown of the polite archbishop. 
Marie-Antoinette, with her usual frivolousness, con- 
cluded that the object of this general approbation 
must necessarily be capable of governing the State, 
and yielded to him her share of influence. 

The Archbishop of Sens immediately assumed the 
imperious tone of a second Kichelieu. His measures 
proved almost as obnoxious to the nobles as to the 
people. Several women, influenced by motives of 
private pique, withdrew their support from him, and 
contributed to his unpopularity. Amongst these 
was Madame de Coigny, noted for her beauty, harsh 
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voice^ and caustic wit* So great was her power^ 
that Marie- Antoinette somewhat jealously said) '^I 
am only Queen of Versailles ; Madame de Coigny is 
Queen of Paris." This lady had spent some time 
at Brienne, and greatly desired to act a conspicuous 
part in one of the plays performed for the amuse- 
ment of the guests* Her disagreeable voice induced 
the archbishop to evade the request. She never 
forgave him^ and became his professed enemy. After 
a series of measures which only proved his total 
incapacity for aflUrs, the archbishop ended by con- 
voking the States-General (8th of August 1788) 
and retiring from the miniBtry. Few men in office 
had rendered themselves so heartily detested ; yet 
the queen^ with her usual haughtiness and impru- 
dence« affected to treat him with more favour than 
ever. Yielding to her earnest entreaties^ Louis 
XVI. solicited and obtained from the Pope a car- 
dinal^s hat for the discarded minister ; to whom Marie- 
Antoinette sent her portndt, and addressed several 
letters expressive of her friendship and esteem. 
These letters were subsequently published in 1789^ 
and did the queen infinite injury. They tended to 
show how opposed she was to the spirit of reform^ 
and led many to believe that her fatal influence 
might cause her weak husband to share in those 
fedings. 

Ailer the dismissal of the archbishop^ Necker 
was recalled. His popularity had considerably in- 
creased since 1781. The weakness of his system^ 
which consisted in reforming the internal condition 
of France by the administration suited to a private 
household, or to a banking house^ was not so forcibly 
felt then as now^ when nations have passed through 
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the bitter experience of revolutions. His extraor- 
dinary popularity was at its height when he entered 
on the duties of his second ministry, as the recognised 
advocate of the liberal principles which agitated the 
whole of French society. 

The power of Necker was considerably strength- 
ened by the influence which his daughter was begin- 
ning to acquire as Madame de Stael. In 1786, 
Germaine Necker, who was then in her twentieth 
year, married the Baron of Stael-Holstein, ambas- 
sador of Sweden at the French court- He was a 
handsome, commonplace man, considerably older than 
her, but his rank, high birth, and Protestant faith, 
recommended him to her parents. Germaine Necker, 
seeing how ardently they desired this union, married 
M. de Stael from feelings of duty. Shortly after 
her marriage the new ambassadress was presented at 
couii;. Her literary celebrity caused her appearance 
there to excite a good deal of attention. It was 
noticed, as an extraordinary circumstance, that she 
missed one of her courtesies, and that the trimming of 
her dress was partly unfastened. A few days after- 
wards, she paid a visit to the Duchess of Polignac, 
and forgot her cap in her carriage : she was in con- 
sequence stigmatized as a very strange, eccentric 
woman. 

The extraordinary genius of Madame de Stael 
was already fuUy recognised. The Count of Guibert, 
the pitiless lover of Mademoiselle de Lespinasse, 
yros one of her most impassioned admirers, and thus 
portrayed her, under the name of Zulme : " Zulme 
is only twenty years of age, and she is already the 
most celebrated priestess of Apollo. Her incense is 
to him the most welcome : her hymns are those he 
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prizes best Her large dark eyes sparkle with 

genius ; her ebon hair falls in waving locks on her 
shoulders. Her features are more characteristic 
than delicate^ and bear the impress of a higher 
destiny than that which usually falls to the lot of 
her sex." 

Young and striking in aspect^ if not beautiful, — 
though many found beauty in her intellectual coun- 
tenance, lit up by a look in which beamed aU the 
inspiration she afterwards ascribed to her imaginary 
Corinne, — Madame de Stael was destined to exercise 
a more than common power. She came at the time 
most fit for the part she took. Her passion and 
energy would have been superfluous in the frivolous 
world of which her youth beheld the last traces, but 
they suited well the stormy times on which France 
was entering. Her rank and origin were likewise in 
her favour: the nobly bom could associate freely 
with the Swedish ambassadress ; the liberals saw in 
her the daughter of the popular minister, Necker. 
But her genius, and its irresistible fascinations, were 
arguments more powerful stilL Ere long, the most 
eminent men of the day eagerly gathered around a 
woman whose admirable and enthusiastic improvi-* 
sations on political and literary subjects held them 
all spell-bound. This display has been censured as 
unfeminine in Madame de Stael ; but it was always 
redeemed, in the opinion of those who knew and 
heard her, by being so perfectly unaffected and 
genuine. It was a great and glorious gift freely 
exercised : eloquence was a part of her being ; to 
divest herself from it would have been impossible. 
M. de Narbonne, Talleyrand, the old Duchess of 
Granmiont, La Fayette, Siey^s, Madame de Lauzun, 
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the Princess of Beauvau^ Madame de Poix, Vergniaud; 
and most of the men who afterwards became the 
Girondins, Madame de Coigny, then in open hostility 
with the queen, successively appeared in her drawing- 
room, and acknowledged the power of her com- 
manding genius. In vain did Madame de Genlis 
ridicule her person and her works, and appeal to the 
praises of Buffon as the test of her own superiority ; 
it was felt, almost by intuition, that no comparison 
could exist between these two women, divided as 
they were by the wide boundary which distinguishes 
genius from talent. 

Only one woman seemed likely to share the power 
of Madame de Stael, and she owed this apparent 
equality, not to her intellectual acquirements, though 
they were of no mean order, but to her beauty, posi- 
tion, and political principles. This lady was Sophie 
de Grouchy, Marchioness of Condorcet, bom in 1765, 
a year before the daughter of Necker, and married, 
like her, in 1786. Madame de Condorcet was a 
woman of a daring and independent turn of mind, fiill 
of talent, and as exquisitely beautiful as Madame de 
Stael was eloquent : and beauty had then, as it has 
ever, a deep and winning eloquence of its own. 
Madame de Stael was painfully conscious of her per- 
sonal deficiencies, and often declared that she would 
give half her genius to be as handsome as Madame de 
Simiane : a lady noted for the poverty of her intellect 
and the incomparable loveliness of her face and person. 
Notwithstanding her beauty, Madame de Condorcet 
could not have struggled against the genius of Madame 
de Stael, had they been rivals ; but such was not the 
case. Their political principles, if not identical, had 
the same tendency towards freedom. Madame de 
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Condorcet had derived from her husband all the 
philosophic and democratic principles which dis- 
tinguished the disciple of Voltaire and the friend of 
Turgot. Like him, she was enthusiastic in the liberal 
cause, and favoured with all her power the progress 
of the rising revolution. She received the most 
ardent philosophers and politicians of the day ; and 
the conversations which were held at her house were 
noted for their grave and abstract nature. Condorcet 
was a man of some scientific eminence; his wife 
shared all his tastes, and assisted him in the literary 
portion of his labours. Notwithstanding this simi- 
larity of feeling, they presented extemaUy a very 
striking contrast. Condorcet, middle-aged, grave, 
and cold, concealed a burning enthusiasm beneath 
this calm aspect, and had been characterized by 
D'Alembert, who knew him well, as a volcano covered 
with snow. Madame de Condorcet, on the contrary, 
young, beautiful, and excitable^ abandoned herself 
without reserve to her political prejudices, and to 
every passion of the moment. The society which 
met at her house had all the characteristics of the 
times. On the eve (^a revolution, full of hope, energy, 
and daring thought, it caat away, with proud disdain, 
the elegant frivolousness which had distinguished it 
so long. Independence of c^inion and manner, ardent 
discussions, and often fatal quarrels, had replaced the 
love intrigues and puerile amusements of a past which 
was never more to return. 

The extreme activity which pervaded society dur- 
ing the last. days of monarchy proved very fatal to the 
court; and especially to Marie- Antoinette. Instead 
of conciliating the influential women of the day, she 
aeemed determined to alienate them from her cause. 
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She had conceived a sort of haughty dislike for 
Madame de Stael^ — ^probably because she was the 
daughter of Necker, — and she displayed this feeling 
with all her customary imprudence. Madame de Stael, 
on the other hand^ did not like the queen; she 
believed her to be a vain and frivolous woman, whose 
folly was ruining the State. No one then foresaw 
the weight of misery beneath which Marie- Antoinette 
was to expiate her errors ; and the Swedish ambassa- 
dress used, in her strictures, a degree of severity 
which, could she have seen through the gloomy 
future, she would have sorrowfully forsworn. Per- 
sonal motives, and a distrust of the queen's policy, 
which was then felt by the whole nation, thus united 
Madame de Coigny, Madame de Genlis, Madame 
de Condorcet, Madame Necker, and Madame de 
Stael, the five most influential women of the day, in 
a powerful political opposition against the queen. 
Madame de Stael, passionately devoted, as she was, 
to her father, deeply resented the evident hostility 
with which he was regarded by Marie- Antoinette. 
On the day that he was recalled to office, Madame de 
Stael went to Versailles, and the same evening in- 
formed her friends, with some bitterness, that the 
queen had far more graciously received Madame de 
Canisy, the niece of the dismissed Archbishop of 
Sens, than the daughter of the recalled minister. It 
was impossible to know Marie- Antoinette, and not to 
feel such conduct to be intentional ; and as impossible 
not to resent the slight, which, when she pleased, the 
haughty queen could so well convey with one disdain- 
ful glance. 

It was more than imprudence in Marie- Antoinette 
to act thus : it was pure folly. She could not but 
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perceive that she had lost both the affection and the 
esteem of the nation. " The Austrian woman " was the 
gentlest epithet applied to her now. The Assembly 
of the Notables, convoked by Calonne, showed her 
that she had nothing to expect but reproach and 
insult from the first orders of the State. That these 
feelings were shared by the people, she could not 
doubt. Beyond the narrow circle of the PoHgnac co- 
terie, she met everywhere with gloomy and estranged 
looks. When she walked in the gardens of Saint 
Cloud, the very children followed and insulted her. 
Allusions against her were eagerly seized in every 
theatre, and the lieutenant of police had to beg that 
she would no longer come to Paris, as he could not 
answer for the consequences of her presence. Every 
class seemed bent on ascribing to her the misery of 
the nation : the nobles calumniated her — ^the people 
called her Madame Deficit. 

Marie-Antoinette bore all in haughty silence ; but 
every insult, every proof of hatred she received, sank 
deeply in her heart. Her beauty, once so fresh and 
dazzling, gradually faded away ; her cheek became 
pale and thin ; her eyes grew dim with weeping, and 
with nights of anxious vigils. The sunny smile, which 
had lent so great a charm to her expressive counte- 
nance, visited it no more. If she saw not yet the 
terrible future, she was haunted with the shadow of 
dark, foreboding thoughts, and a secret terror filled 
her heart whenever she asked herself what fate 
awaited her, her husband, and her children ? Through 
every fear and trial, she maintained, however, a bear- 
ing more composed, and more truly royal, than that 
widch had marked the days of her splendid prosperity. 
But, though she had the heroism which braves, Marie- 
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Antoinette lacked the prudence which wards off evil* 
Ko suffering, no danger^ could subdue her wilful 
nature. She struggled, even unto follj, against the 
tide of popular feeling; and her enemies read her 
features well when they said, that through all their 
traces of sorrow, they still bore the impress of un- 
conquered pride. She waited her fate undismayed : 
alone against a nation. 
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CHAPTEK I. 

THE REVOLUTION AND MABIE-ANTOINETTE. 

The convocation of the States-General — ^rendered 
imperative by the deplorable condition of the country 
— was, in itself, the herald of a revolution. Louis 
XVI, welcomed this important crisis with a feeling of 
relief, and fondly thought the burden of royalty over. 
Marie- Antoinette, more clear-sighted than her hus- 
band, and far more jealous than he was of the privi- 
leges and power of royal rank, learned, with an un- 
usual degree of agitation, that the convocation was 
granted. On the evening of that eventful day, she 
was standing in the recess of a window, with her face 
turned towards the gardens of Versailles. The chef 
de goblet had brought her a cup of coffee, which 
she sipped abstractedly ; her bearing was thoughtfid 
and grave. She beckoned Madame Campan to ap- 
proach, and observed to her : " Grand Dieu 1 what a 
piece of news will be made public to-day 1 The king 
grants the States-General." She raised her eyes to 
heaven with evident emotion, and continued dwell- 
ing on the subject. She seemed to consider this step 
as the forerunner of great calamities for monarchy 
and France, and bitterly exclaimed against the 
intrigues of the parliament and the nobility, which 
had reduced the king to this perilous course. 

H 2 
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But, deeply as she still resented the conduct of an 
aristocracy who had both insulted and calumniated 
her, the queen, nevertheless, sided with that body 
in their struggle against the people. If anything 
could increase her unpopularity, it was this. From 
the opening of the states, the name of ^^ the Austrian 
woman" became , identified with ^foiling despotism. 
To her hated power every obnoxious and oppres- 
sive measure was ascribed : often with justice ; for 
gentleness and moderation in opposing her ene- 
mies ranked not amongst the qualities of Marie- 
Antoinette. 

On the 4th of May 1789, the three orders pro* 
ceeded with solemn pomp to the church of Notre 
Dame.. The procession was magnificent in the ex- 
treme. The nobles and the clergy were apparelled 
with all the splendour of old feudal dignity ; but the 
commoners, in their severe and simple costume, 
represented the reality of power. The queen was 
splendidly and royally attired for this occasion ; she 
was received with ominous silence : the only sounds 
that greeted her ears, were cries of " Long live the 
Duke of Orleans." She felt so deeply affected by 
this premeditated insult, that she nearly fainted 
away. The thought of having thus betrayed her 
sensitiveness rankled more in her proud heart than 
the affront itself. The opening of the States w^as 
hailed with different feelings by the various classes of 
the nation ; hope was, however, the prevailing mood. 
The daughter of Necker, and the wife of the minister 
Montmorin, beheld together the procession from a 
gallery. Madame de Stael was full of hope and joy, 
but her companion checked her transports. " You 
are wrong," said she, " to rejoice ; this event forebodes 
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much misery to France and to ourselves." The words 
were prophetic : the husband of Madame de Mont- 
morin was massacred in the prisons^ on the second 
of September; she herself suffered on the scaffold 
with one of her sons; another was drowned; her 
eldest daughter perished in prison ; and the youngest, 
unable to survive such misfortunes, died of a broken 
heart ! 

With the States-General began that long revolu- / 
tionary struggle which brought on the fall of mon- \ 
archy ; but which did not end until, weary of her own \ 
excesses, France at last resigned herself to the des- . 
potism of Napoleon. In this contest, of which she * 
became one of the most unhappy and illustrious 
victims, Marie- Antoinette took an active part, until 
the 10th of August 1792. During those three years, 
the reckless disposition of the queen, and the over- 
whelming force of circumstances, made her seek 
the alliance of almost every party : at first, in the 
vain hope of checking the revolution, and when that 
was evidently impossible, for the desperate necessity 
of securing, at least, a temporary respite. Whenever 
she was personally exposed to danger, Marie- Antoi- 
nette showed herself the heroic and fearless daughter 
of Marie-Theresa ; but in her political conduct there 
was neither heroism nor greatness. She opposed 
the revolution vehemently and blindly, and without 
seeking to work the salvation of royalty through any 
settled plan of conduct. By mere unflinching resis- 
tance, she hoped to conquer a revolution, which the 
master genius of a Mirabeau afterwards vainly sought 
to subdue. When events, too significant to be mis- 
understood, showed her the powerlessness of her 
efibrts, the queen had not the magnanimity to confess 
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herself conquered, and to yield frankly to the revolu- 
tion she could not controL Too haughty and noble- 
minded, however, to stoop to conciliate those whom 
she hated, she adopted the policy that might have 
enabled her formerly to baffle court intrigues; she 
bribed a few of her opponents, forgetting that her 
real enemy was the nation. She considered the 
revolution as the ambitious struggle of a few headlong 
men, when it was the awakening of a long oppressed 
people ; she sought to check, not to guide its course. 
The narrow-minded coterie who had urged her to the 
mistaken policy of resistance, soon abandoned her 
and Louis XVI. to their destiny ; and, by their in- 
trigues in foreign courts, exasperated the whole nation 
against its sovereigns. 

Marie- Antoinette began her imprudent course by 
opposing Necker, then at the height of his power. 
The court party detested him, as the representative 
of liberal ideas and the favourite of the people. The 
people knew this welL When Necker was attacked, 
they felt against whom the blow was directed ; and 
they resented the insult by deeds of wild violence, 
which stained the pure cause of liberty. The 
coercive measures which the queen and her advisers 
induced the king to adopt, on the 23rd of June 1789, 
caused Necker to send in his resignation. On the 
24th, a deputation from the nobility waited on the 
king, the princes, and the queen, in order to thank 
them for their support. Marie- Antoinette received 
them very graciously, and showing them the dauphin, 
whom she held in her arms, told the deputies that 
she gave him to the nobility, and would teach him 
to consider that illustrious body as the firmest sup- 
port of the throne. But so strong was the popular 
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feeling against those obnoxious measures^ that^ on 
the very same day, Marie- Antoinette was compelled 
to send for Necker, beseeching him to resume his 
office and allay the excitement : she promised^ at 
the same time, that his advice only should be fol- 
lowed in future. Thp queen soon broke her word. 
She was not insincere, but her inconstancy often 
made her appear such. Weakness produced a similar 
effect in her husband. Yielding to her advisers, she 
persuaded the king not to grant any further con- 
cessions to the popular party. One of her most 
partial historians'* confesses that the troops which 
were gradually concentrated around the assembly, in 
order, no doubt, to intimidate it into compliance, 
were summoned there by the king, in pursuance 
with his wife's energetic j^epresentations. These 
measures were followed by the sudden dismissal of 
Necker on the 11th of July. With a strange mix- 
ture of weakness and audacity, the court party, 
though thus defying the nation by discarding its 
favourite minister, did not dare to commit this act 
openly. 

The king made Necker promise that he would 
leave France instantly, and without mentioning his 
departure to any one. Necker obeyed. He dined 
as usual with his family and his friends, and talked 
with his customary cheerfulness: no one had the 
least suspicion of the truth. After dinner he com- 
municated the matter to his wife, stepped with her 
into his carriage, apparently in order to take his 
daily airing ; but he soon bade the coachman alter 
his course, and, having procured a proper convey- 
ance^ left the kingdom with the utnK)st speed and 

• Weber. 
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secrecy. His departure was not known even to 
Madame de Stael until the following day. The 
continued pouring in of troops around Versailles, 
and the dismissal of Necker, created a profound sen- 
sation in Paris. The town was soon in a ferment ; 
conflicts with the soldiery took place ; the whole 
people rose to arms; the bastille was stormed and 
compelled to surrender on the 14th of July, and 
thus, three days after the attempted court reaction, 
a serious revolution had been accomplished. The 
king was compelled to yield to the tide of popular 
feeling : on the 15th, he proceeded to the assembly, 
made concessions, and was led back in triumph to 
his palace. In compliance with the wish of the 
crowd, he appeared on a balcony with his wife and 
children. Marie- Antoinette held the* dauphin in her 
arms and embraced him, amid repeated cheers. A 
revolution, illegal in form and just in its object, 
which was the triumph of the majority over the will 
of the few, was thus sanctioned by royalty itself. 
But neither on the side of the court, nor on that of 
the people, was the reconciliation sincere. Threats 
against Marie- Antoinette and Madame de Polignac 
were uttered amidst the loud acclamations of the 
crowd, and the demagogue, Saint-Huruge, was heard 
menacing the throne imder the windows of the royal 
palace. 

Marie- Antoinette knew well the danger of the 
crisis, and besought Madame de Polignac and her 
relatives to leave the kingdom. They immediately 
emigrated, with the princes of Conde and the Count 
of Artois. The departure of Madame de Polignac 
deeply affected the queen ; she forgot their political 
differences, and only felt that the woman she had 
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oAce loved passionately^ and to whom she still felt 
warmly attached, was leaving her, probably for ever. 
Their last interview was sad and affecting: with 
dark forebodings, and unavailing tears, they parted^ 
to meet no more on earth. On subsequently learn- 
ing the death of her royal mistress, the ex-favourite 
died of grief. So much was the name of Madame 
de Polignac detested, that she was compelled to 
leave France disguised as a femme de chambre. On 
passing through the town of Sens, she was stopped 
with her friends by an excited crowd, who eagerly 
asked if France had yet got rid of the Polignacs. 
The travellers replied in the affirmative, and were 
allowed to proceed. At Bale, Madame de Polignac 
met Necker, who was proceeding to Coppet. From 
the fugitive favourite, the exiled minister learned the 
storm his banishment had raised. They were still 
speaking of these strange events when Necker re- 
ceived two letters ; one from the monarch, and the 
other from the assembly ; both recalling him to his 
post. He obeyed, and his return through France 
was one long scene of triumph. When he reached 
Paris, and presented himself at the Hotel de Ville, 
he was received with fervent enthusiasm. It was 
indeed, ^^ one highest culminating day, with immortal 
vivats, with wife and daughter kneeling publicly to 
kiss his hand." * It is easy to imagine with what 
heartfelt pride Madame Necker and Madame de 
Stael thus publicly paid homage to the object of 
their common idolatry. Overpowered with joy at 
her father's triumph, Madame de Stael fainted away. 
Whilst the people and their minister thus tri- 
umphed, the court party was filled with dismay. On 

• Carlyle. — French Revolutioii, vol. i. p. 321. 
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the 1 7th of July the king resolved to go to Paris, in 
order to allay the popular excitement. The queen, 
although a prey to the most gloomy apprehensions, 
restrained her tears as she saw him depart, and shut 
herself up with her family in her private apartments. 
She sent for some of the persons attached to her 
court ; but, seized with a sudden terror, they had all 
fled from Versailles. A silence, deep and ominous 
like that of death, now filled the deserted palace; 
where, with straining ear and beating heart, Marie- 
Antoinette awaited the arrival of the couriers, who 
every hour brought her news from her husband, and 
reported to her the events of his journey. So little 
did she hope for his return that, in case he should — 
as she fully expected — ^be detained, she had prepared 
an address for the National Assembly, throwing her- 
self and her children on its protection, and beseech- 
ing, above all things, to be allowed to join the king. 
Her joy on his safe return from Paris was un- 
bounded ; but even in that moment of felicity 
wounded pride was blended with all her gladness. 
A cloud passed over her haughty brow, when she 
learned that Bailly, the new mayor of Paris, had 
remarked, in his address to Louis XVI., ** Henry 
IV. conquered his people, and here are the people 
conquering their king." ** Conquering!" she re- 
peated indignantly. Alas I whilst thus contesting 
the reality of popular power, was she not yielding to 
it herself? Was she not compelled to dismiss and 
send from the kingdom even her old frivolous Abbe 
de Vermond, lest the mere fact of having been in 
her favour should doom him to destruction ? 

The lesson which the taking of the bastille might 
have inculcated was soon forgotten by Marie- Antoi- 
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nette. Before three months had elapsed, she again 
attempted a reaction, which gave rise to the dis- 
graceful events of the 6th and 6th of October: dis- 
graceful alike for the sovereign and the people. On 
the 23rd of September the regiment of Flanders 
arrived at Versailles, and gave a splendid dinner to 
the gardes du corps on the 1st of October. The 
king granted them the hall of the opera for the 
occasion. The queen had been urged to appear and 
honour the guests with her presence; but she pru- 
dently declined. This judicious resolve was over- 
ruled by one of the courtiers. Towards the close of 
the repast, when the heads of the revellers were 
heated with wine, the queen, the king, and their 
children appeared in the scene of festivity. Their 
presence excited the greatest transports. ** Richard 6 
man Roi^ was enthusiastically sung, and the health of 
the royal visitors drunk amidst deafening cheers. 
The usual toast to the nation was intentionally 
omitted, the tricolour cockade was trampled under 
foot, and the white cockade, the badge of loyalty, 
triumphantly displayed. When intelligence of this 
banquet, of the insults to the revolutionary princi- 
ples by which it had been accompanied, and of the 
sanction these circumstances had received from the 
royal presence, reached Paris, the news created a 
feeling of deep indignant resentment. As though 
determined to make matters still worse, the court 
party persisted in their folly. A breakfast, consist- 
ing of the fragments left from the dinner, was given 
on the 2nd of October: the same defiant spirit was 
displayed by the guests, whilst all the court ladies 
busied themselves in sewing white cockades, which 
they distributed to the imprudent partisans of abso- 
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lute royalty. This was a time of great scarcity, 
almost of famine, in Paris. The rich banquet given 
by the regiment of Flanders, the imprudent menaces 
of quelling the revolution uttered by the officers, 
the contrast the supposed abundance and profusion 
of Versailles offered to the misery of the capital, 
produced deep irritation ; and, on the 5th of October, 
an insurrection of women took place. It has been 
asserted that this insurrection was premeditated: 
that the Orleans faction had directed it against the 
queen's life, in order to obviate the inconvenience 
of her regency, in case the king should be deposed ; 
but there is every reason to believe that the move- 
ment was wholly spontaneous. 

On the morning of the 5th of October, a large 
body of women, consisting chiefly of the refuse of 
the populace, seized on the Hotel de Ville. Headed 
by the usher Maillard and Theroigne de Mericourt, 
they proceeded to Versailles. Theroigne was a beau- 
tiful courtesan, who acted a conspicuous part in 
every insurrectionary movement of those times. She 
was a native of M6ricourt, near Liege ; her parents 
were farmers in easy circumstances, and gave her 
a good education. She was only seventeen when a 
nobleman of the neighbourhood seduced and soour 
abandoned her. She fled to England, then came to 
Paris, saw Mirabeau, Sieyes, Brissot, Des Moulins, 
and Komme, and plunged into an agitated and 
dissipated life. From the first she espoused, with 
passionate ardour, the extreme revolutionary prin- 
ciples. Dressed in a red riding-habit, with dark 
flowing locks beneath a hat and plume, a sabre by 
her side, and two pistols in her belt, she headed 
every popular tumult. Her eloquence, bravery, and 
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recklessness fitted her for the part she had chosen. 
At the storming of the bastille she appeared first 
on the tower of the fortress; and the conquerors, 
struck with her courage, decreed her a sabre of 
honour on the breach. She now placed herself 
foremost amongst the women on the 6th of October. 
The band, amounting to several thousand, proceeded 
to Versailles, apparently without any fixed object. 
They insisted on seeing the king, and seized tumul- 
tuously on the hall of the assembly ; but, although 
they manifested a very riotous disposition, they were 
kept in tolerable order. Their threats against the 
queen excited, however, the alarm of Louis for her 
safety, and he earnestly urged her to depart with 
her children ; but her spirit was of that order which 
rises with the storm : she firmly refused to abandon 
her husband. ** I know," said she, *^ that it is my 
life they seek; but I am the daughter of Marie- 
Theresa, and I have learned not to fear death." 

On the morning of the 6th, a body of men and 
poissardes proceeded to the badly-guarded palace. A 
conflict between them and the gardes du corps imme- 
diately began. With the instinct of hatred the in- 
furiated populace rushed towards the apartment of the 
queen : she had retired to rest at a late hour, ordering 
her attendants to do the same. They, fortunately, dis- 
obeyed, and remained with their own women seated 
near her bedroom-door. ^* About half-past four in 
the morning," relates Madame Campan, "they 
heard horrible yells and discharges of fire-arms. 
One ran in to the queen to awaken her, and get her 
out of bed. My sister flew to the place from which 
the tumult seemed to proceed ; she opened the door 
of the ante-chamber which leads to the great guard- 
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room^ and beheld one of the body-guards holding 
his musket across the door, and attacked by a mob^ 
who were striking at him; his face was covered 
with blood* He turned round and exclaimed, ^^ Save 
the queen, madam: they are come to assassinate 
her I" She hastily shut the door upon the imfor- 
tunate victim of duty, fastened it with the great 
bolt, and took the same precaution on leaving the 
next room. On reaching the queen's chamber she 
cried out to her, ^' Get up, madam I do not stay to 
dress yourself: fly to the king's apartment." Marie- 
Antoinette rose in haste, and did not escape without 
difficulty. 

When Lafayette had succeeded in clearing the 
palace, all peril was not over for the queen. She 
sat near a window talking to M. de la Luzerne, 
one of the ministers, when a ball from below, in- 
tended for her, struck the wall close to her. M. de 
la Luzerne, without seeming to heed this fact, rose, 
and continuing his discourse, placed himself quietly 
between the queen and the window. *^ Nay, sir,'* 
said she, with dignified calmness, and signing him 
to resume his seat, "this is not your place, it is 
mine." During the whole of that dreadful day she 
displayed the same lofty heroism. On the first 
sounds of the conflict, Necter, closely followed by 
his wife and daughter, hastened to the palace. The 
people, in the courts below, were asking vehemently 
that the royal family should return with them to 
Paris. The king promised to comply, and shots 
were fired in token of rejoicing. It was at this 
moment that the queen appeared in the great saloon. 
Her fair and luxuriant hair fell in disorder around 
her pale countenance; but never had her whole 



HEBOISM OF THE QUEEN. Ill 

aspect borne the impress of such commanding ma- 
jesty. ** Everything in her person struck the imagi- 
nation/ observes Madame de Stael. The people 
aaked^ with loud shouts, that the queen should 
appear on the balcony as well as the king. 

The expressive countenance of Marie- Antoinette 
betrayed what fate she dreaded, but she imhesitat- 
ingly advanced towards the balcony, between her 
two children. The ominous cry of « no children '^ 
arose below her from the vast marble court, then 
full of armed men. She understood those fatal words, 
and gently pushing back the children into the apart- 
ment, returned to the balcony, unprotected and alone. 
^* Should I die, I will do it !" had energetically ex- 
claimed this daughter of Marie-Theresa; and with 
hands folded on her bosom and eyes raised to heaven, 
she now stood there awaiting her fate, in heroic and 
sublime resignation. But her hour was not come : 
years of sorrow were before her still ; and a doom far 
more sad, far more bitter than the assassin could 
inflict, awaited the hapless queen* One man pointed 
his gun towards her, but another of his companions 
struck it down : the calm heroism of the woman sub- 
dued the anger felt by the crowd against the impru- 
dent queen; and when La Fayette stepped forward 
and respectfully raised her hand to his lips, the justice 
of the homage was acknowledged by a loud cry of 
'' Vive la Keine." 

When Marie- Antoinette left the balcony and re- 
entered the saloon, she approached Madame Necker, 
and said to her, in a voice rendered inaudible by 
convulsive sobs, " They are going to compel me and 
the king to return to Paris, with the heads of our 
gardes du corps carried on their pikes before us." 
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Two of the gardes du corps had indeed been murdered, 
and their heads were borne in triumph to Paris by 
the poissardes ; but fortunately not within sight of 
the unhappy sovereigns. Before leaving the royal 
palace of Versailles for ever, the queen observed with 
much emotion, to one of her attendants, ^^ We are 
lost : dragged away, perhaps to death : when kings 
become prisoners, they have not long to live." The 
journey from Versailles to Paris lasted five hours ; 
a promiscuous mob of men and women accompa* 
nied the royal carriage ; they shouted, sang, carried 
loaves of bread on their pikes, and exclaimed, in allu- 
sion to the king, queen, and dauphin, "We are 
bringing the baker, his wife, and the little apprentice." 
Notwithstanding the fatigue and sufferings of that 
eventful day, the self-possession of Mary Antoinette 
did not desert her. The king, on arriving at the 
Hotel de Ville, said to the Mayor Bailly, " that he 
always came with pleasure to his good city of Paris." 
**And with confidence," quickly added the queen. 
They proceeded to the Tuileries, which had not been 
inhabited for nearly a century, and was in a most 
dilapidated condition. When, on the following day, 
Marie- Antoinette received her court and the corps 
diplomatique in those dismal and antiquated apart- 
ments, she could hardly speak for her tears. Those 
whom she addressed were scarcely less moved. She 
apologized for being obliged to receive her guests in 
the room where her children had spent the night. 
^^ You know," said she, "that I did not expect to 
come here." And as she spoke thus, her fine and 
irritated countenance was such as when once seen 
could not easily be forgotten.* 

* Madame de Stael. 
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Her beautifiil and gentle sister-in-law^ Madame 
Elizabeth^ bore this change with a more serene resig- 
nation. Although this charming princess was not, it 
is said, of a naturally amiable disposition, her deep 
and sincere piety had so completely eradicated her 
early defects, and imparted to her whole being some- 
thing so holy and so pure, that, notwithstanding her 
youth and loveliness, the chief feeling which she in- 
spired was veneration. Indifferent to her own fate, 
she was evidently not so with regard to the fate of 
her brother, whom she loved passionately, and of his 
wife and children. But her anxiety for them, was 
tempered by religious submission : less heroic than 
the que^n, she was not less noble or devoted. 

Whilst monarchy was thus rapidly approaching its 
last perilous crisis, French society was likewise under- 
going a marked transformation. Ever since the open- 
ing of the States-General, politics had absorbed every 
conversation. When the greatest social questions 
were at stake, what interest could be felt in the lite- 
rary discussions of narrow coteries ? The hall of the 
National Assembly had become the wide arena where 
the struggle for power and popularity was now 
ied on. Women th ronged the galleries, as spec- 
tators of thia gr ep.t ppn teatj and watched with deep 
interest the last throes of that expiring society with 
which their old power was fast passing away. But 
< ^hen, a fter the 6th of October, the assembly was 
transferred to Paris, the beautiful and high-bom 
la£es, who had looked down from the tribunes on the 
stimng scene" bel6w^;gradually vanished, and were/»i^'/ 
eplaced by^EerQciQus.^andludeous'pc5ssardes; who, ^ t 
from always bringing their knitting with them, ac- ^ , 
quired the name of trkoUeuses, The dawn of the ^ 
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revolution and the taking of the bastille had, however, 
been hailed with rapturous enthusiasm by the elite 
of French society. When the old fortress fell^ its 
ruins offered a strange and varied aspect: tents 
and ca£6s arose, as by enchantment, amongst the 
wrecks of towers and bastions; fashionable women 
came in their carriages to visit that once gloomy and 
silent spot, now as gay and crowded as Long Champs* 
Here the still lively and brilliant Madame de Grenlis 
brought her princely pupils, to read them moral 
lessons over fallen despotism : as a proof of her en- 
tire sympathy with the popular cause, she afterwards 
wore suspended around her neck a miniature bastille, 
made of real bastille sandstone. Madame de Stael, 
Mirabeau, the young Chateaubriand, then wholly 
unknown, likewise visited the last ruins of feudalism. 
Statesmen, actors, poets, artists, and men and women 
of the world, thronged together to the place, amidst 
the din and laughter of the workmen, who joyously 
demolished the vast edifice. A ball was afterwards 
given on the spot where the once-dreaded fortress 
had stood. 

But, notwithstanding the sympathy which they 
manifested for the spirit of the revolution, at least in 
its early stages, the women of those times exerdised 
a very sUght degree of influence in comparisi^ with 
the power they had formeriy possessed. 

For some time Madame de Genlis still drew 
around her a portion of the most elegant society of 
the times. Every Sunday she received a political 
and literary coterie in the apartments she occupied 
with her pupils at Bellechasse; but, as the revolution 
progressed, her circle gradually became narrower. 
Those persons who did not widi to attach themselves 
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to the Orleans faction, dreaded her tact and insinuar 
tion,andavoidedfrequentmgher8aloon. Manyaffected 
to be repelled by her reputation for intrigue, and her 
enemies — ^who w^'e numerous among the royalists — 
industriously circulated reports most injurious to her 
reputation. These reports were countenanced by the 
suspicions which the Duchess of Orleans had at length 
expressed, with regard to the connection between her 
husband and the governess oi her sons. The duchess 
abo complained that the affections of her children were 
estranged from her by Madame de Genlis, whom she 
accordingly wished to resign her functions. Both the 
duke and the goyemess refosed to accede to this ; the 
duchess was loud in her complaints, and the public, 
who esteemed her virtues, and pitied her for being 
united to a profligate husband, threw all the odium 
on Madame de Genlis. 

The power of Madame de Stael and Madame de 
Condorcet was likewise declining. The partisans of 
constitutional monarchy rallied for a while around 
the gifted daughter of Necker, but her sway was as 
brief as that of the principles she professed. Madame 
de Condorcet belonged to the republican party, and 
received men of democratic opinions ; but, although 
she was visited by the notorious Anacharsis Clootz 
(who called himself the " Orator of the Human 
Kace**) and was styled by him, in compliment to her 
great charms, ^^ the Lycean Venus," she did not exer- 
cise a wide or lasting power. When her husband fell 
with the Girondists, she sank into total obscurity, not- 
withstanding her talents and beauty. Though many 
women figured in the Revolution, there are in reality 
but three who can be said to have acted in it a really 
important part, and whose names are imperishably 
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linked with the history of their times. These three 
women are, the Queen, whose long and unavailing 
struggle for monarchy brought her to the scaffold ; 
the republican Madame Koland, who perished with 
the Girondists ; and the noble-minded Madame Tal- 
lien, who hastened the fall of Kobespierre, and 
avenged so many pure and illustrious victims. The 
time for speaking of Madame Koland or Madame 
Tallien is not yet come, and we must now return to 
Marie- Antoinette. If, in her political conduct, there 
will be, as usual, much inconsistency and imprudence 
to deplore, yet shall we ever find her sublime and 
heroic in the hour of danger. 
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CHAPTER IL 

MABIE-ANTOINETTE AND THE FALL OF THE 

MONARCHY. 

The principal errors and misfortunes of Marie- An- 
toinette may be attributed to the extreme difficulties ] 
of her position. As a woman, she could exercise 
only an occult power^ peculiarly unsuitable to her 
open nature. Impetuous and energetic^ she was fit 
for instantaneous action^ but iU adapted for giving 
the calm counsel on which another could act. The 
hesitating and apathetic temper of . her husband 
would alone have sufficed to counteract whatever 
good she might have effected. Louis XYL only 
knew how to suffer passively. Marie- Antoinette early 
saw this^ and, in spite of the respectful reserve with 
which she always alluded to the king, it was easy to 
perceive that a feeling akin to bitterness rankled 
in her mind when she thought on the fetters of her 
position. Could she have acted freely and alone, the 
Revolution would have been sooner over : she could 
not have saved monarchy or the monarch, but their 
fall, not being delayed so long, would not have been 
sooverwheb^andsodeep. But this very energy of 
Marie- Antoinette — which, had she been independent, 
would have hastened the crisis — ^prolonged it, because 
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she was not Aree^ and gave it the dangerous aspect of 
a struggle. When she had exhausted every form of 
opposition^ she perceived too late that resignation 
might have been the wisest course. There is regret 
for past imprudence in those words which she ad- 
dressed^ shortly before the 10th of August 1792, to 
one of her coniGidants: " As for myself," said she, after 
alluding to the pasdive temper of the king, ^^ I could 
do anything, and appear on horseback were it needed ; 
but that would be furnishing weapons to the king's 
enemies: throughout all Prance a cry against the 
Austrian and the rule of a woman would be raised 
instantly. By coming forward, I should, moreover, 
reduce the king to a humiliating and inferior position. 
A queen," she added mournfully, "who, like me, is 
nothing in her own right — ^who is not even regent- 
has but one part to act, — ^to wait the event silently, 
and prepare to die." 

During the three years which elapsed from the 
events of the month of October 1789, to the fall 
of monarchy in August 1792, Marie- Antoinette had 
acted in direct opposition to the principle of passive 
submission. The outrages to which she was sub- 
jected, from the moment that the Tuileries became 
the residence of the royal family, embittered her 
against the Revolution and its partisans. Shortly 
after the events of October, she visited, with the 
king, a large manufactory in the faubourg Saint- 
Antoine. They were received with much enthu- 
siasm. "See, madam!" observed La Fayette, who 
accompanied the royal couple, "how good this people 
are, when one comes to meet them." " But are they 
so, when they come to meet us?" bitterly asked 
Marie^ Antoinette. The queen was resentftd; but 
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fllie disdained vengeance. A prosecution was insti- 
tuted by the Ch&telet against the instigators of the 
insurrection of the 6th of October^ and a deputation 
waited on the queen^ in order to hear from her 
lips an account of what she had personally seen and 
suffered. In answer to their inquiries, she replied : 
^ I will never inform against any of my subjects. I 
saw all ; I knew all ; and I have forgotten alL^ 

The instinctive policy of Marie- Antoinette seems 
to have been to save the royal power alone. She 
stood in equal dread of the revolutionists and the 
emigrants. To yield to the former was ruin; to 
accept the aid of the latter was degradation. She 
recoiled with distrust from either course, until events 
became too imperious to allow her to persevere in 
her aim at solitary influence. We, iaccordingly, find 
her alternately holding conferences with Mirabeau, 
Bamave, and even Danton; or placing in foreign in- 
tervention her only remaining hope of safety. Her 
characteristic and interesting connection with Mira- 
beau began in the month of May of 1790. It would 
have conmienced much earlier, but for the scruples 
of the king ; who objected to form even a private 
alliance with a man so notorious for his immorality. 
Marie- Antoinette, more clear-sighted and less rigidly 
scrupulous than her husband, at length overcame his 
objections. 

The first interview of the queen and the great 
orator had all the mystery of romance. One evening, 
in the month of May, Mirabeauleft Paris, apparently 
for the purpose of riding to the country house of his 
Mend Claviere ; but he soon turned towards Saint 
Cloud, entered the park by a private entrance, and 
found the queen waiting for him, alone, in a shady 
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and retired spot, " With a foe of ordinary capacity," 
said she, ** with an every-day enemy, I should now 
be guilty of a very foolish, a very injudicious step : 

but with a Mibabeau ! ^ The grace, dignity, 

and energy of the queen produced a powerful impres- 
sion on Mirabeau. With a woman's ready tact she 
noticed this, and also observed to Madame Campan 
that the expression of " a Mirabeau " which she had 
employed intentionally, had not failed in its desired 
effect. The dose of their interview alone is known. 
** Madame," then exclaimed Mirabeau, ** whenever 
your illustrious mother, Maria-Theresa, honoured one 
of her loyal subjects with an interview, she never 
suffered them to depart without according to them 
her royal hand." The queen, with a queen's grace, 
held forth her hand ; Mirabeau, with a king's dig- 
nified elegance, knelt and fervently kissed it : that 
kiss shot strength through his frame, and, starting 
to his feet, he cried, with native self-confidence, — 

** Madame, the monarchy is saved I *'* 

This meeting gave Mirabeau a high opinion of 
the queen. He emphatically observed to Dumont : 
^* She is the only man of the family I ": an expression 
which Napoleon afterwards borrowed, and applied to 
Marie- Antoinette's daughter, the Duchess of Angou- 
16me. Mirabeau also perceived, that to act on the 
king it was necessary to influence his wife, since 
she alone could rouse him to action. It was, there- 
fore, to Marie- Antoinette that he addressed his ad- 
vice and correspondence, and gave detailed explana- 
tions of his plans for the restoration of monarchical 
power. That he even intended her to act a conspi- 

♦ ^^ Mirabeau :" A Life History, p. 221. voL iL 
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ouous part in carrying out his projects, is apparent 
by a phrase which occurs in one of his letters : ^^ The 
moment may come when it wiU be necessary to see, 
that which we may see, on horseback^ a woman and 
a ckUd: these are family traditions, familiar to the 
queen." The noble nature of her new ally strongly 
attracted Marie- Antoinette ; but she had scarcely 
sufficient firmness of purpose to adhere to his plans. 
She consulted Mirabeau, as she consulted so many 
others, in the vain hope of deriving the desired 
benefit from their advice, without binding herself to 
follow it implicitly. 

A year after the commencement of their intercourse, 
Mirabeau died, and whatever hopes the queen might 
have founded on his aid, perished with him. He 
died, happily for his fame, at the precise time when 
his powerlessness to allay the storm he had helped 
to raise, would have been felt ; but, though his life 
could not have stayed the revolutionary torrent, his 
deatB contributed to accelerate its course. From 
that moment the position of the royal family became 
daay more precarious. The king, with his habitual 
indecision, knew not which party to favour. More 
fearless and energetic, Marie- Antoinette held all 
concessions weakness, and hated disguise with all 
the force of a frank nature. To smile on those she dis- 
liked, and not to dare to favour those she loved, was a 
moral thraldom she could not endure. She longed to 
break her chains ; to conquer back that royal sceptre, 
which had escaped from her husband's feeble hand; 
and to subdue that stem revolution, which had begun 
with insulting her name and threatening her life. 
The dangers which surrounded her husband, her 
children, and herself, strengthened her resolve. She 
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was in constant expectation of seeing her apartments 
invaded by tiie populace. A sound of musketry^ 
which appeared to come from the palace itself^ one 
night roused Louis XYI. from his slumber. He 
hastened to the queen's apartment ; it was yacant : 
he proceeded farther, and found his wife by the 
Dauphin's bed, clasping the child in her arms. ^ I 
was at my post,** she calmly observed, in reply to his 
inquiries. The alarm proved to be false : but such was 
the state of anxiety in which Marie- Antmnette lived. 
The royal family at length resolved upon flight ; a 
fatal and imprudent step. 

Marie- Antoinette entrusted the conduct of this 
important enterprise to the Count of Fersen, a young 
and chivalrous Swede, who had conceived a romantic 
passion for the beautiM captive queen. His sove- 
reign, Gustavus in., had already proclaimed himself 
her knight, and vowed to defend her ; the Co:mt of 
Fersen endeavoured to save, at least, the life of the 
woman he loved. His measures were at first at- 
tended with great success. On the night of the 
20th of June 1791, the members of the royal family, 
all carefully disguised, left the palace by different 
issues. Their flight was not discovered until the 
next morning. Favoured by this advance, the fiigi- 
tives might have reached their place of destination in 
safety, if they had not been recognised by Drouet, 
the son of a postmaster, who caused them to be in- 
tercepted at Yarennes. In spite of their protesta- 
tions, they were compelled to alight at the house of 
the syndic, a grocer named Sausse. It was night ; 
but the positive assertions of Drouet, and the cha- 
racteristic features of both the sovereigns, betrayed 
them. Louis XVL still persisting in denial^ was 
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rudely contradicted bj the men around: with that 
strong sense of dignity which never deserted her^ 
Marie- Antoinette, seeing that all was oyer, stepped 
forward, and addressing Sausse and his companions, 
authoritatiyelj observed: " Since you acknowledge 
him for your sovereign, treat him as such.'' Her 
look and tone silenced these men. Louis, casting 
aside all disguise, confessed his rank, and begged not 
to be detained; representing the evils that would 
accrue to the country from that detention. But it 
was in vain that the king pleaded and commanded 
by turns ; in vain that the queen, now haughty no 
longer, weepingly begged of Madame Sausse to 
remember her feelings as a wife and a mother, and 
intercede with her husband. Tears and entreaties 
proved useless, and the royal family retired to a 
narrow room above the shop to spend the night : but 
not to rest. In that night the fair hair of Marie- 
Antoinette turned white with grief. 

It was a melancholy journey for the fiigitives from 
Varennes to Paris. The shouts and execrations of 
the people accompanied them all the way. An old 
nobleman having approached the royal carriage, and 
expressed his sympathy for those within it, was 
murdered before their eyes. A priest would have 
shared the same fate, but for the interference of Bar- 
nave, one of the two deputies sent by the National 
Assembly to protect the king. Young, eloquent, and 
popular, Bamave had figured, since the opening of 
the States, as the rival of Mirabeau, and the vehe- 
ment opponent of the court. P^thion, who shared 
his present mission, was likewise a member of the 
left, and a republican ; as he informed the king he 
was bringing home a captive. The two deputies sat 



124 WOMAN IN FBANCE. 

in the same carriage with the royal family. P^thion 
behaved with rude insolence; Bamave with iin«^ 
feigned sympathy and respect : he gazed wilh 
surprise on the woman he had judged from the 
reports of her calumniators; he saw her beautiful 
and dignified in her queenly sorrow^ and^ with the 
enthusiasm of a generous heart, he secretly vowed to 
protect and defend her. There is not, perhaps, a 
circumstance more honourable to Marie- Antoinette 
than the pa^ionate admiration which, without effort, 
she inspired in men of every rank and party, when- 
ever they could approach her. Her power was gone ; 
tears and suffering had faded her once dazzling 
loveliness : the devotedness she excited was not paid 
to the woman or to the queen ; it was the instinctive 
tribute which a fine and generous nature must always ^ 
call forth. During the whole of the journey home- 
wards, she behaved with a courage and self-possession 
which increased the admiration of Bamave. She 
calmly alighted at the Tuileries, regardless of the 
hootings of the populace ; and, unconquered even in 
that hour, haughtily refused the offered protection of 
the Viscoimt de Noailles, one of the members of the 
aristocracy who sided with the people. 

The unsuccessM flight to Yarennes greatly aggra- 
vated the position of the royal family. They were 
so closely watched, that it was only by stealth the 
queen could see her husband. National guards re- 
mained in her room, even at night, and she protested 
in vain against this gross indecency. . Notwithstand- 
ing this dose surveillance, she found means to com- 
municate with Bamave. Alone, in an obscure room 
of the palace, she often waited whole hours for the 
young deputy, with her hand on the lock of the door. 
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The sincerity of Bamave's devotedness had deeply 
touched Marie- Antoinette* She sympathized with 
his youth, his talent, and even with the ambition 
which had proved so &tal to her. Whilst she 
declared, '* that she could never forgive the nobles 
who had commenced the revolution, she excused the 
young commoner for having ardently embraced a 
cause which opened a path to his legitimate ambi- 
tion." The king and Madame Elizabeth shared 
those feelings. The queen did not, however, adopt 
the plans of Bamave. He proposed constitutional 
prudence and moderation ; but for this, Marie- Antoi- 
nette instinctively and justly felt that it was now too 
late. Had this plan been adopted earlier, with all 
sincerity and truth, the Bevolution might, perhaps, 
have been checked, and the constitution firmly esta- 
blished. We say perhaps ; for on examination, it is 
difficult to avoid perceiving that the Revolution was 
merely a political struggle for freedom and rights 
long denied : it was a social war of the suffering and 
exasperated masses against their former oppressors. 
A constitution which fettered them with a king, and 
diecked the progress of the Revolution, was there- 
fore as little acceptable to an immense number of 
individuals, as it was distasteM to the sovereigns 
themselves. The party of the constitutionalists and 
the moderates was, however, large and powerful; and 
it might have held back the democratic element, but 
for the violence of the royalists, the constant hesita- 
tion of Louis XVI., and the reactionary tendencies 
of the queen. Owing to these auxiliaries, the 
nation lost all faith in the efficacy of constitutional 
monarchy, and was ripe for a republic by the time 
the constitution was finished. 
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The queen was, therefore, both more practical and 
more clear-sighted than Barnave, when she rejected 
as useless his plan of adhering faithfully to the 
constitution; but she erred in thinking a reaction 
possible. After sacrificii^ his popularity to the royal 
cause, Bamave had the mortification to perceive 
that the sacrifice had been made in Tain, and that the 
queen now relied exclusively on the aid of emigrants 
and foreigners. Marie- Antoinette reluctantly adopted 
this course. She had never loved the aristocracy, 
and she well knew the degree of favour and sub- 
mission they would expect, if they succeeded in 
quelling the Bevolution. A few months after the 
dissolution of the National Assembly, Bamave left 
Paris and parted from the queen. She assured him 
that, in the event of a reaction, he should still possess 
her friendship and esteem. Bamave mournfully 
pointed out the fallacy of her hopes; told her he 
knew that he had risked his head in her cause, and 
risked it in vain ; but enthusiastically added, that, so 
far from repenting aught he had done, he should 
hold himself fully repaid if she would only grant him 
the honour of pressing to his lips her royal hand. 
The queen, with much emotion, extended her hand 
towards him: he seized and kissed it fervently. 
Thus they parted, to meet no more ; but to perish 
within a few days of one another, the queen and the 
commoner, on the same scafibld. 

The hopes of Marie- Antoinette did not rest solely 
with the emigrants : she beheved that the excess of 
the anarchy she foresaw would lead to the re-esta- 
blishment of order. It was so ; but not until she, 
and all those she loved, had fallen victims to the 
popular anger so imprudently encouraged. In the 
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moath of November of the year 1791, the year of 
the flight to Yarennes, La Fayette and Pethion 
contended for the mayorship of Paris. The former 
was a conslitiitionalist, the latter, a republican. 
Marie- Antoinette disliked La Fayette, as being one 
of the first men who had hmnbled monarchy. She 
accordingly opposed his dlection, and spent large sums 
to secure that of his riyaL It was periiaps to her 
efforts that Pethion owed his return. 

This conduct was extremely imprudent ; for since 
the acceptation of the Constitution by the king, the 
difficulties of his position had materially increased. 
Friends and enemies seemed leagued alike against 
the peace of the sovereigns. Friends complained 
that their advice had not been followed ; court ladies 
threw up their places in the royal household with 
disgust, because privileges were abolished by the new 
constitution, and duchesses were deprived of their 
traditionary stool or tabouret. Marie- Antoinette was 
hurt with this conduct, and contrasted it probably with 
the behaviour of Madame du Barry. From the 
conmiencement of the Bevolution the ex-mistress of 
Louis XY. distinguished herself by her zeal in favour 
of the queen ; at whose court she knew, however, that 
she could never hope to appear. At one period, hear- 
ing that the queen was in want of money, she offered 
her the costly and magnificent diamonds she had 
received firom the late king. The queen thanked her 
and declined. After the events of the 6th of October, 
Madame du Barry, at the risk of her life, received 
the wounded gardes du corps who had defended the 
apartment of Marie- Antoinette, and attended them 
with the utmost devotedness. More affected by this 
trait than if she had received a personal favour from 
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her former antagonist, Marie- Antoinette commis- 
sioned one of her friends to go and thank Madame du 
Barry in her name. 

Fortunately for the honour of the French female 
noblesse, Madame du Barry was not the only titled lady 
who braved real peril in the cause of royalty. The 
beautiful Princess of Lamballe no sooner learned that 
the queen was surrounded with danger, than, leaving 
her safe asylum in England, she returned to France, 
and claimed her post of superintendent of the queen's 
household. Not long before the 10th of August, she 
observed to one of her friends : " As the peril grows 
greater, so do I feel more strength. I am ready to 
die: I fear nothing." Other women emulated her 
devotedness : but those were solitary instances ; and 
the btrigues of the imrrow-minded coteries who stiU 
gathered around Marie- Antoinette, might well, when 
joined to the cabals of her enemies, justify the pas- 
sionate exclamation she addressed to her brother : ^^ Is 
it fated then, that I, with the blood I am come of, 
with the sentiments I have, must live and die among 
such beings?" 

With the Legislative Assembly, which succeeded 
to the Constituent, arose a new and powerful party, 
destined to hasten the course of the Bevolution, and 
to perish amongst its earliest victims. This party (that 
of the Girondists) yielded to the influence of several 
remarkable women. Whilst its leading members still 
affected constitutional principles, they submitted to 
the power of Madame de Stael and Madame de Con- 
dorcet. These two ladies succeeded in procuring the 
appointment of the Count of Narbonne as War Minis- 
ter. He was a young, handsome, and brilliant noble- 
man« and a passionate attachment was said to be at 
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the root of the interest testified for him by the 
daughter of Necker and the wife of Condorcet. But 
gradually, and as their policy assumed a more repub- 
lican shape, the Girondists fell off from Madame de 
Stael, who still remained faithful to her father's 
doctrines of constitutional monarchy. A Madame 
d'Udon, now well nigh forgotten, and a clever actress, 
named Mademoiselle Caudeille, attracted them for a 
time ; their power was quickly effaced by that of 
Madame Boland, a woman whose name is imperishably 
connected with the history of the Girondist party. 
It was this woman whom General Dumouriez endea- 
voured to fascinate, when he succeeded Narbonne, in 
March 1792. He saw her power over her friends, 
and wished to rule them through her. But if Madame 
Boland was graceful and lovely as a French woman 
of the eighteenth century, she was also as austere 
as a Boman matron. Dumouriez, unprincipled and 
accustomed to the intrigues of the old regime, smiled 
at the earnestness of her republican enthusiasm: 
leaving her to her bright visions of the future, he 
secretly resolved to turn his attention to the more 
practicable object of saving monarchy and the queenly 
Marie- Antoinette. Could he do this, he knew his 
fortunes would be secure for ever ; and, though ambi- 
tious, the daring and brilliant Dumouriez was also 
capable of devoted and chivalrous feelings : the task 
of delivering from the toils of her enemies a proud 
and oppressed queen, was as soothing to his vanity as 
the long vista of honours its accomplishment would 
open to his soaring spirit. 

His first care on his appointment was, therefore, 
to seek an interview with Marie- Antoinette. He 
found her alone, pacing her apartment agitatedly. 

VOL. II. K 
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Her cheeks were flushed^ and she looked irritated* 
She was probably so at the appointment of Du- 
mouriez, who had the reputation of being a vehe- 
ment Jacobin. " Sir," said she, walking up towards 
him, *^ you are now all powerful ; but popularity is 
brief. I will deal frankly with you. Neither the 
king nor myself submit willingly to the constitutional 
innovations which have been forced upon us. Choose 
now the part you wish to take." To this strange and 
imprudent speech, Dumouriez replied by pointing 
out the necessity of appearing to adopt the extreme 
principles it was so desirable to control: such, he 
hinted, had already been his policy. But Marie- 
Antoinette either disliked this course or mistrusted 
the general, and she received his advances coldly. 
Not discouraged by this repulse, Dumouriez, whose 
interest in the fate of the courageous queen was 
increased by her daring and imprudent temper, con-* 
tinned to urge the point ; and, falling at her feet, 
passionately exclaimed, as he pressed her hand to his 
lips, — " Oh ! madame, allow yourself to be saved." 
Marie- Antoinette, thinking he acted a part, remained 
inflexible. She certainly erred in not giving the 
plans of Dumouriez a fair trial Of all the members 
of the Girondist ministry, he was the only one who 
did not aim at a republic : the only one really de- 
voted to the king. 

The unhappy monarch daily found, in his advisers^ 
enemies ready to watch and expose his errors. He 
unfortunately gave them a pretence for opposition, 
by refusing to sanction the decree against the non- 
juring priests. The ministers remonstrated ; he dis- 
missed them, but could not find men fit to succeed 
them : the sense of his helpless and desperate position 
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then struck him so forcibly that for ten days he 
scarcely uttered a word. The queen, filled with 
grief at his deplorable state, threw herself at his feet, 
and conjured him, in her name and that of her chil- 
dren, to arouse himself. ** If perish we must," she 
eneigetically exclaimed, " let us perish with honour, 
striving for our cause ; and let us not remain to be 
stifled in the walls of our palace." 

The organized insurrection of the 20th of June 
1792, which followed the dismissal of the Girondist 
ministry, seemed destined to humble and degrade 
royalty before it should be crushed for ever. An 
infuriated populace broke into the palace, insulted 
the royal family, and committed every violence short 
of assassination. Louis XYI. rose into sublimity 
through mere passive courage ; Marie- Antoinette was 
heroic and dignified ; Madame Elizabeth devoted : 
on the first sounds of the tumult, the young princess 
broke from the grasp of her women and rushed to the 
** oeuil de boeuf," where she found the king surrounded 
by an angry crowd. She made her way towards him, 
and clasped him passionately in her arms. ^^ The 
queen 1 it is the queen!" exclaimed a hundred voices 
at once, and at that hated name arms rose and glit- 
tered threateningly towards her. She waited her 
expected fate in cahn and silent resignation; the 
hurried explanations of a few officers of the palace 
alone saved her from instant death. " Ah 1 why," 
she moumfuUy exclaimed, ** did you undeceive them ? 
Perhaps, by dying for the queen, I might have saved 
her." 

Bitterly conscious that her presence could only 
add to the peril of her husband, Marie- Antoinette 
was compelled to remain with her chHdren in her 
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own apartment. Her only defenders were a few 
devoted nobles, timid attendants, and the Princess 
of Lamballe ; who, in spite of the queen's entreaties, 
had hastened to her post on the first rumour of 
danger. For two hours the populace vociferated at 
the door for admittance. It was at length thought 
prudent to comply. The doors were thrown open; 
the queen, her children, and the women having 
previously been entrenched in the recess of a win- 
dow, behind a wide table. Here, for three hours, 
Marie- Antoinette, with unsubdued courage and in- 
comparable dignity, stood listening to the insults of 
her enemies as they passed before her. The women 
especially addressed her in the fiercest and most 
disgusting language. " Did I ever injure you?" at 
length asked the queen, of one of these fiiries. 
^^ No," she answered ; " but /ou are the foe of the 
people." '* You have been deceived," mournfully 
said the queen. " Alas ! I was happy when you all 
loved me." " Forgive me," said the woman, burst- 
ing into tears; " I see that you are good." Even 
Santerre, the fierce hero of the faubourgs, was 
touched at the sight of undeserved ignominy so 
royally endured. By looks and broken words he 
intimated his sympathy to the queen ; and from that 
time held secret intelligence with her. After being 
indulged in their tyranny for five hours, the crowd 
were at length dispersed. The emotion of Marie- 
Antoinette, on beholding her husband, betrayed 
itself by hysterical shrieks. For some time the king 
vainly endeavoured to calm her; when he had at 
length succeeded, he perceived that he still wore 
the coarse red cap he had been compelled to assume 
in order to save his life. He cast it away indig- 
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nantlj^ bitterly exclaiming^ *^ Ah ! madame, did you 
come from Viemia to behold me thus degraded?" 

From that day to the 10th of August, the sove- 
reigns lived in the full consciousness of their 
approaching fate. They were persuaded not to 
touch the meals prepared for them, and to partake 
in secret of the food provided by a few faithful ser- 
vants. Their own apprehensions were of a more 
serious nature. " They will not assassinate me," 
often observed the king ; ** they will judge me 
openly." The queen entertained the same fore- 
boding. ** I fear that they will try the king," she 
said to Madame Campan : '^ as for me, I am a 
foreigner; they will murder me. . . . What will 
become of our poor children!" She wept bitterly. 
The femme de chambre, remembering how subject 
she had formerly been to spasms and hysterics, 
offered her a composing draught. ** Nay," said the 
queen with deep dadness, ^^ it is only happy women 
that can feel nervous. I need no such remedies 
now." And Madame Campan bears witness that 
the health of her royal mistress was never so uni- 
formly excellent as when her whole energies were 
caQed forth by grief. 

Marie- Antoinette accustomed herself to the thought 
of death, but not to the calumnies of her foes. She 
one day surprised an attendant in the act of super- 
intending her food, lest poison should be introduced 
into it. ^'Remember," said the queen, ^^it is not 
by poison, but by calumny, that I shall die." Of all 
the accusations against her, none wounded her so 
deeply as that of not loving France, and being still 
an Austrian at heart. Several times she was on the 
point of leaving her apartment^ in order to address 
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the crowd assembled under her window to insult her. 
" Yes," she passionately exclaimed, pacing her room 
with hurried steps, her cheeks growing flushed, and 
her heart swelling as she spoke — " yes, I will go and 
say to them. Frenchmen, they have persuaded you 
that I do not love France ! That I, the wife of your 
king, the mother of your dauphin — I, seated on the 
greatest throne of Europe, and blest amongst the 
daughters of Maria-Theresa; that I do not love 
France I Ah I what have I to find in Vienna now ? 
Nothing, save tombs I What have I to lose in 
France? Everything that can render life honour- 
able and dearl" So spoke and felt the unhappy 
queen ; but sad and calm reflection soon showed her 
that the appeal she meditated would be made in 
vain. The evil passions which hatred had so long 
roused against her were not to be thus silenced by a 
few heroic words. Not until many years had passed 
over her unhonoured grave could even her memory 
obtain justice, pursued as it was still by those foul 
calumnies which had hastened her destruction. 

The events of the 20th of June filled the noble 
soul of La Fayette with indignation. He protested 
against the daily increasing anarchy, and offered his 
support to the king. But Marie- Antoinette pre- 
ferred to his assistance, the purchased and doubtful 
influence of Danton. *^ Never," she energetically 
exclaimed, ^* will we accept the aid of those who 
first seized on our power. If we perish, we shall 
perish with dignity : history awaits us." The queen, 
then, entertained strong hopes, founded on the 
approach of the foreign troops. One night in July 
while she was looking at the moon, she observed to 
a firiend near her, ^' When in a month this moon 
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will appear again as we see it now^ I shall be free 
and happy," The reluctance which the sovereigns 
had long felt to foreign intervention was now over. 
The grossest insults awaited them^ in that palace 
where their predecessors had reigned bs kings, and 
where they were held as the hostages of the people. 
In the royal chapel^ where they came to pray, the 
singers greeted them with the Marseillaise or the 
*^ Ca Ira." On one of the last Sundays of July, they 
repeated three times, with much exultation, these 
words from the Magnificat: "He hath put down 
the mighty from their seats, and exalted them of 
low degree."* Every day the sovereigns were con- 
firmed in the knowledge of the attack the faubourgs 
intended to make on the palace. One night, when 
they expected it to take place, the king and Madame 
Elizabeth agreed not to waken Marie- Antoinette, 
who happened to be asleep. She complained bit- 
terly, on the following day, that whilst his sister was 
with her husband, she had been allowed to slumber 
on. *^ I am his wife," she added, " and I will share 
every one of his dangers." 

The day came at length. The insurrection of the 
10th of August was organized by the Jacobins and 
a portion of the Girondist party. They united, for 
a moment, to overthrow royalty and found the 
Kepublicy and to resume on the very next day their 
bitter and fatal dissensions. The night from the 
9th to the 10th was spent in watchful anxiety by 
the royal family. The king confessed himself, and 
calmly prepared for death. More heroic, and less 
resigned, the queen vainly sought to communicate 
to him her own spirit of resistance. The pious and 

• Luke i. 52. 
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genile Madame Elizabeth needed no preparation: 
the sacrifice of her life had internally been made, ever 
since her devotedness to her brother prevented her 
from leaving the kingdom with her other relatives. 

From the dawn till the close of that eventful day, 
the behaviour of Marie- Antoinette was admirable. 
She was true to every feeling of her nature ; true to 
the impulses of the woman, the mother, and the 
queen: whilst the king submitted with pious but 
ill-timed resignation to his destiny, her courage rose 
with every new danger. Could she have imparted 
this heroism to her husband, a desperate, and per- 
haps successful, resistance would have taken place. 
His timid, embarrassed, and awkward manner chilled 
the ardour of his defenders. The queenly bearing 
of Marie- Antoinette, her hurried but still dignified 
step, the kindling and penetrating glance of her 
blue eyes, the inexpressible majesty of her pale 
countenance, — everything in her person, — roused the 
admiration and enthusiasm of the volunteers before 
whose ranks she passed. But the emotion was tran- 
sitory : she could not act, she could not even speak. 
The king uttered a few hesitating words; heroic 
and spirit-stirring expressions rose to the lips of 
his wife, but they died unspoken: she would not 
provoke a contrast that might wound his dignity; 
now more than ever she felt that her part was 
"to submit silently, and prepare to die." Carried 
away, however, by the excitement of the hour, she 
once seized on a pair of pistols, and presented them 
to her husband, exclaiming, as she did so, " Now 
is the time to show yourself a king ;" but she found 
no response in the peaceable soul of Louis XVI. : 
though he could die with calm dignity on a scaffold. 
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the battle strife was not fit for him. He made no 
reply, and gently put the pistols away. 

The great diflSculty of defendmg the palace was, 
that amongst the National Guards, who had been 
summoned to protect it, there were numerous allies 
of the insurgents. This became apparent when the 
king entered the gardens in order to review the 
troops in it: he was hooted, insulted, and very 
nearly assassinated. The sound of the execrations 
directed against him reached the apartment of Marie- 
Antoinette: she rushed to a window; one of the 
ministers gently drew her back: "Good Go41'' she 
exclaimed, bursting into tears, " it is the king they 
are hooting." But such was her self-command that 
in a few seconds her eyes were dry, and her look 
had resumed its courageous serenity. According to 
the words of one who saw her then, " The Austrian 
lip and the aquiline nose fuller than usual, gave to 
her countenance something of majesty, which they 
that did not see her in those moments cannot well 
conceive." But the manner in which the king had 
been received by the troops charged to defend him, 
disheartened even the heroic Marie- Antoinette. She 
still protested, however, agsunst the course recom- 
mended by their advisers — that the king and his 
family, giving up a useless resistance, should retire 
before the people had invaded their palace, and take 
refuge in the National Assembly. To yield without 
a struggle, to seek the protection of those who had 
brought down the royal power so low, and to forsake 
the devoted friends who were now ready to shed 
their blood for their sovereign, seemed to Marie- 
Antoinette the height of degradation and shame. In 
this her heroic heart inspired her well. What did 
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« 

this concession avail Louis the XYI. ? He forfeited 
his crown, his kingly dignity, his life, the lives of his 
family, of the faithful Swiss, of his noble adherents — 
for a chance of safety. To risk all, in desperate cases, 
is often the truest, the highest wisdom. 

The cheeks of Marie- Antoinette burned with shame 
as the king at length took this resolve. She followed 
him in silence, with Madame Elizabeth and her chil- 
dren, to the asylum he had been persuaded to choose. 
On reaching the assembly, the royal family were placed 
in the narrow box occupied by the newspaper re- 
porters. For fourteen hours they remained there, in 
a stifling atmosphere, listening to the deliberations of 
the assembly, and to the sounds of the combat carried 
on in the palace they had abandoned. The victory 
of the people, the massacre of the Swiss, and the sus- 
pension of royal power, were announced in their 
presence. The king preserved his mournM calm- 
ness ; the queen her indignant and unsubdued bearing. 
The thought of the friends they had left behind them 
to perish ; of the children who slept unconscious on 
her knee, and who had lost, in one night, the fairest 
realm of Europe ; of her husband's future fate ; of her 
own ; of power and glory gone for ever, might tear 
her heart with inward agony, but could not cause one 
sign of weakness to appear on her imperial brow. 

For two days this torture was renewed, and the 
royal family heard, from the same place, the delibe- 
rations of the assembly ; every one of which was to 
them as the knell of their fallen fortunes. Deprived 
of the commonest necessaries, Marie-Antoinette was 
compelled to borrow twenty-five louis of one of her at- 
tendants, and to accept the change of linen for herself 
and her children sent by the English ambassadress. 
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On the third day, the captives, for such they were 
now, were conveyed to the Temple : a gloomy mon- 
astic residence, fit prison for a fallen king. Of the 
five persons who entered this dark dwelling, three 
left it for the scaffold ; one for a foreign land, where 
she still dwells, a sorrowfiil exile; the fifth, that 
pure and lovely child who slept on the bosom of 
Marie- Antoinette, died within the walls of his prison, 
after a few years of bodily torture and mental degra- 
dation, the innocent victim of the crimes and errors 
of his race, and of the pitiless vengeance of a nation. 
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CHAPTER III. 



THE ENGBAYEB'S DAUGHTEB, UADAME BOLAKD. 

• 

Two women may be said to have acted a part of 
more than common importance in the fall of mon- 
archy. The one, as queen of France, by her ill- 
timed resistance to the Revolution; the other, by 
her imprudent enthusiasm, as the secret inspirer of 
the republican party. 

Though thus tending, by different means and with 
far different objects, to the same end — an end which 
proved ruin for both, and for the principles they 
professed— these two women, divided by the va^t 
difference of their social positions, never met. Their 
struggle was carried on through the men they in- 
fluenced. This is no vague assertion : the struggle 
existed ; it was a long and severe one — ^the struggle 
of energetic reaction represented by Marie- Antoi- 
nette, and of republican ardour embodied by Madame 
Koland. The queen was certainly no more the whole 
reaction, than the engraver's daughter was the whole 
repubUcan party ; but it is a significant and important 
fact, to find in two women the fittest representatives 
of the great principles which divided France at that 
momentous period of her history. 

We have already dwelt at some length on the 



1 



o 



MADAME BOLAND. 141 

conduct of Marie-Antoinette; on the imprudence 
which hastened the fall of Louis XVI. ; on the 
heroism which gave to that fall some of her own 
native dignity. Whilst the queen thus pursued her 
ill-advised course, Madame Roland — ^as lovely, high- 
spirited, and inflexible, as the daughter of Maria- 
Theresa, but with less of her frivolous grace, and 
with an intellect of more commanding grasp and 
energy — ^gathered around her, by the power of her . 
beauty and eloquence, a party of talented and ardent I i 

/ / men; who, yielding to her inspirations, hurried France 

H towards a brief and premature republic. 

Beautiful— but of that chaste and almost spiritual 
beauty which is felt and not portrayed — tall and 
graceful in person, with a broad, clear brow, blue 
eyes, deep and thoughtful, dark curling locks that 
clustered around her neck, and features which, if 
not strictly regular, were full of fire and expression, 
Madame Roland exercised an irresistible fascination 
on all those who approached her. Great as was the 
power of her personal charms, it yielded to that of 
her voice. Those who had heard it once could never 
forget it again. The low, clear tones — so mellow and 
so deep — ^haunted them like a strain of exquisite 
melody through years, long after she who gave them 
utterance had perished on a scaffold. 

But the real source of Madame Roland's influence 
must be sought in her dauntless and noble character. 
To the austere heroism of a Roman matron, she 
united that sensitive and passionate enthusiasm un- [ 
known to the ancients ; and which has sprung from ^ 
Christianity, with its fount of boundless love, and its / 
yearning thirst of self-sacrifice. Great, indeed, as her 
talents were, they were far surpassed by a spirit as 
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heroic^ and yet as womanlj^ as ever tenanted female 
form. Earnest and deeply convinced herself, she 
could convince others : her eloquence was not merely 
the eloquence of genius ; it sprang from the heart, and 
had that power which the heart alone can give. 

There is nothing, perhaps, more rem^kable in the 
history of this eminent woman than the simple digmty 
of her earlier years. We may take her from her 
obscure youth, and follow her to the scaffold ; we 
still find her the same pure, resolute, and independent 
being, bearing her unmerited isolation and poverty 
with the same fortitude which she afterwards dis- 
played in a prison, with the prospect of a certain 
death before her. It is in this completeness of her 
character that lies its true, its perfect greatness. 
Manon Phlipon was bom in Paris, in the year 1756, 
of obscure but respectable parents : her father was 
an engraver of some talent, and in easy circumstances. 
She was surrounded from her youth by those pure 
and religious influences which, notwithstanding the 
scepticism of the age, still lingered in the humble 
homes of the bourgeois. Even as a child, Manon 
was grave and thoughtful, and displayed an inflexible 
temper, strange in one so young. She yielded to 
persuasion, but resisted force or arbitrary will with 
unflinching obstinacy. When she was about six 
years old, she was ordered, during one of her childish 
illnesses, to take a nauseous draught: the disgust, 
natural to her age, made her refuse. Her father 
immediately administered to her a personal chastise- 
ment, and imperatively bade her obey ; she refused 
again, and the correction was repeated ; a third in- 
junction to drink the medicine was then delivered 
to her; this time the child said nothing : without 
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even deigning to utter a refusal, she offered herself 
silently to the expected blow. A gentle prayer and 
remonstrance from her mother, who then interfered, 
sufficed to make her comply: overpowering her 
strong reluctance, she drank off the medicine without 
hesitation. Struck with the indomitable resolution 
of his daughter's temper, M. Fhlipon yielded her 
entirely to the management of his wife, and forbore 
exercising over Manon an injudicious tyranny, which 
might pervert, but could not subdue, the native energy 
of her character. 

Notwithstanding the inflexibility she displayed 
whenever she thought herself the victim of injustice 
or caprice, Manon was habitually of a gentle and 
serene disposition. Her earliest inclination was a 
passionate fondness for books and flowers ; with both 
of which she afterwards cheered her prison solitude. 
A child in years, a woman in the depth and earnest- 
ness of her feelings, she might often be seen seated 
in a recess of her father's workshop, poring for hours 
over an old volume of " Plutarch's Lives ;" her cheeks 
flushed, and her eyes swimming with tears, as she 
dwelt on the immortal pages which have roused and 
inspired so many heroic spirits. Often then the 
loved book fell from her grasp, whilst, with brow 
bent down and clasped hands, she silently wept, to 
think that she was not bom in ancient Sparta or 
glorious Borne. When her mother, a woman of 
remarkable beauty and gentleness, wished to draw 
away Manon from her books, for which the child, as 
has already been observed, always felt a strange 
yearning, she offered her flowers. The volume of 
" Plutarch," however, left her but seldom : she 
secretly carried it with her, instead of her prayer- 
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book^ whenever Madame Phlipon, who was extremely 
devout, took her to the parish church during Lent* 
The deeds of the heroic men of old were the " Acts 
of the Apostles,** which steeled the soul of the martyr 
of liberty. TJnconsdous of the stem future destined 
to her, she already envied, perchance, in the dreams 
of her childhood, that gloomy and yet glorious fate 
which has revealed her to posterity. And is not 
character, indeed, that secret power of fashioning life 
and events which was so long called destiny ? 

The parents of the young Manon, proud of her 
dawning beauty and singular talents, strained their 
means to give her an education worthy of her, 
though far above her position in life. History, 
geography, astronomy, chemistry, geometry, Latin, 
English, Italian, music, dancing, and drawing were 
taught her by various masters ; who all admired her 
rapid progress. Her eagerness to learn was such 
that she often rose, unbidden, at five in the morning, 
in order to have more time for her studies. But 
knowledge could not absorb entirely a soul naturally 
so ardent and enthusiastic. That longing for ideal 
excellence, which she afterwards placed in stoic en- 
durance and republican freedom, already haunted the 
mind of the thoughtful child. She wished to under- 
stand her own nature, to know the real destination 
of man, and to prepare herself for it, whatever it 
might be. This earnestness of purpose is one of the 
noblest characteristics of her brief existence. In 
youth, her aspirations took the form of religious 
mysticism : she gave herself up to prayer and con- 
templation. Like the beautij^l and impassioned 
Saint Theresa, of Avilar, she early sighed for mar- 
tyrdom, and dwelt with silent rapture on the un- 
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&thomed mysteries of divine love. She entertained 
for a while the project of embracing a religious life : 
the sublime devotedness of the Sisters of Charity 
deeply touched her heart, already thirsting for self- 
sacrifice. Yielding to her earnest prayers, her 
parents allowed her to spend a year in a convent. 
In this calm retreat, her mind acquired the deep 
and subdued tone of feeling characteristic of those 
persons who have lived in loneliness and self-com- 
munion. She loved to sit apart from her companions, 
reading and meditating in the solitary avenues of the 
grounds by which the convent was surrounded, or to 
muse in the lonely cloisters, over the grave of some 
departed nun, familiarizing her soul with the solemn 
thoughts of death and eternity. Though the religious 
sentiments of Manon Fhlipon yielded, at a later period, 
to the scepticism of the age, their purifying influence 
is to be traced through every stage of her existence. 
They imparted to her character that tenderness and 
calm fortitude which marked her domestic and public 
life, and chastened down the almost pagan heroism of 
her last hours. 

When the young girl — for she was now no longer a 
child — left the convent, and returned to her father's 
house, it was to lead a life of severe retirement. For 
several years she remained wholly secluded within 
the pure atmosphere of domestic life. Keligion, 
study, and humble household cares filled her quiet 
existence, and fortified her soul for future struggles. 
An active correspondence which she then carried on 
with two of her convent friends, Henriette and 
Sophie Cannet, shows how calm and obscure was 
the life she led. The influence of early home is felt 
throughout every woman's life ; her world is essen- 
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tially inward : it is in the practice of homely duties^ 
in slight but repeated trials and sufferings^ that she 
acquires the subdued gentleness^ the habit of calm 
endurance^ which^ in more impatient man^ are the 
result of judgment or iron wilL Manon accustomed | 
herself to a severe self-discipline. She was early /) 
convinced that it is more easy to repress our passions 
than to satisfy them with due moderation. When- 
ever her active imagination seemed to her in need of 
control, she, therefore, studied geometry and algebra 
with passionate ardour. The austere turn of her 
mind made her dislike the licentious novels then 
in fashion ; history even lost its charms for her : she 
missed, in the events and characters to which it 
related, the heroism and dignity she vainly longed 
to find, and which she sought for a while in the 
stem doctrines of the Stoics. The change which 
then took place in her religious opinions confirmed^ 
instead of weakening, this austerity of principle. 
The philosophical works of the time destroyed her 
faith, for she proceeded on the erroneous principle 
that she was bound to prove logically to herself 
every article of her creed; but her soul was so 
noble and so pure, that, whilst she gave up her 
former belief in immortality, and even, for a time, 
her faith in the existence of a God, she did not 
swerve from the severe line of duty she had early 
resolved to adopt. " The gospel," she writes to her 
devout friend, Sophie Cannet, to whom she candidly 
confessed her scepticism, " is the best book I know. 
I receive this admirable code of morals, and am 
resolved to conform to it my whole conduct." So 
anxious was she not to yield to the secret impulse 
of passion, in her change of belief^ that she openly 
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declared, **that when we doubt, we must live as 
though we believed;" a scepticism very foreign in 
practice to that of the eighteenth century, whose 
philosophers believed in little or nothing, and acted 
according to their faitL 

The errors of Manon were those of her under- 
standing : her heart remained pure. She confessed 
that when she listened to it, exclusively of reason, 
she believed : it was then that she rejected what she 
called **the melancholy truths of atheism.*' But, 
even when she adopted those desolating doctrines to 
their widest extent, she conceived herself bound to 
adhere to the self-denying virtues of Christianity, as 
fully as if she had been convinced of the immortality 
of the soul and the future reward of virtue. *^ Sin- 
cerity with myself, and the accordance of my con- 
duct with the system which I shall have adopted 
(whatsoever it may be), shall, at every time, prove 
the great object of my care, and the end of my 
efforts." A noble profession of faith, to which she 
ever remained true. 

Several years were thus spent by Manon in her 
father's house. The greatest portion of her time she 
gave to study ; she occasionally amused herself with 
literary composition, but without the least intention 
of devoting herself to authorship* "I early per- 
.ceived," she observes in her memoirs, **that a female 
author lost more than she gained, since she was dis- 
liked by the men, and criticised by her own sex." 
This wise indifference to mere reputation did not 
extend to political matters. In spite of the obscurity 
of her birth and station, Manon could not feel herself 
foreign to the welfare of her country. She took a 
deep interest in the struggles between the Parlia- 
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ment and the crown. Even then she was eminently 
republican in her feelings and opinions : she resigned 
herself to an absolute monarchy, but always regretted 
that she was not bom under a democratic government. 
The philosophic and popular spirit which had been 
gradually descending through every class of the 
nation, now began to pervade the bourgeoisie. Ma- 
non adopted eagerly the doctrines of equality and 
brotherhood; whi<^ the plMlosophers had borrowed 
^ '' from Christianity, even whilst they denied its divine 
origin;'^ Like Milton's Archangel, "severe in youth- 
ful beauty,'* she gazed with austere displeasure on the 
follies and vices of the elegant world, which she 
beheld from afar. Wounded pride, and a sense of 
her own worth, gave strength to those feelings ; but> 
wherever chance might have placed her, a soul so 
ardent, and naturally so democratic as was hers, 
could never have sympathized with the aristocratic 
indifference and frivolousness of the upper classes. 
On the accession of Louis XVI. and Marie- 
Antoinette, her parents took her to Versailles. She 
saw at a distance the splendours of the court, and 
marked, with contempt and irritation, the idolatrous 
worship paid by the courtiers to the new sovereign. 
She thought of ancient Athens, that seat of magnifi- 
cence and freedom; but she only thought of its 
just and happy times. She forgot the death of 
Socrates, the exile of Aristides, and the condemna- 
tion of Phocion : " I did not know," she adds, whilst 
retracing those emotions of her youth in her lonely 
prison, *^ that Heaven reserved me to witness errors 
like those of which they became the victims, and, 
after having professed their principles, to participate 
in the glory of a similar persecution." 
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These republican feelings increased the stoical 
nature of her character : she looked upon life as a 
struggle and a duty. The knowledge of truth and 
the constant love of excellence were the only 
boons she asked of Heaven ; ** Oh, Thou, who hast 
placed me upon earth," she exclaimed, addressing the 
Divinity, to whom, in spite of sophistical arguments, 
her heart ever returned, ** grant me to fulfil my des- 
tiny in the manner most conformable to thy holy wiU 
and the good of my brethren." But this resignation 
was not entire. Manon viewed her position with 
involuntary dissatisfaction. She felt that, with her 
opinions, die was shackled by the fetters of society : 
she was not free, she could not act; and, as she 
passionately exclaimed, addressing her friend, **My 
whole strength is wasted in vainly endeavouring to 
shake off my fetters. Oh, liberty ! idol of energetic j ^. , 
souls, source of every virtue, thou art but a name fl ''>-v.^ 
for me." J 

The writings of Kousseau, with which she became 
acquainted towards this epoch, produced a powerful 
impression upon her mind : she eagerly seized on what- 
ever his philosophy held of noble and pure, and 
longed to become acquainted with him personally. 
One of her friends, desirous of gratifying her, ftup- 
nished her with an opportunity of paying the admired 
writer a visit. He had been commissioned to deliver 
Kousseau a letter ; instead of calling with it himself, 
he gave it to Mademoiselle Fhlipon, who, not to take 
the philosopher by surprise, wrote to him, warning him 
of her visit, and of its object. Kousseau was pro- 
bably in one of his gloomy fits when he received the 
letter of his young admirer; the handwriting was 
that of a woman, but the conciseness and energy of 
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style^ convinced him it was the production of a man. 
Evidently this was only another trap of his numerous 
enemies : their malice was apparent in thd choice of 
the agent, a young and, probably, beautiful girl, whom 
he would not be likely to mistrust. 

Unconscious of the suspicions she had roused, 
Manon, with a beating heart, lefk her father's house 
on the appointed day, and proceeded to the gloomy 
dwelling in the Rue de la Platri^re, where Rousseau 
then resided. She ascended the dark staircase, and 
paused before the narrow door of the • illustrious 
Genevese, with mingled emotion and respect. She 
rang the bell; the sour-faced Therese opened the 
door, eyed her suspiciously, and when she had ex- 
plained the object of her visit, abruptly informed her 
that M. Rousseau knew she was not the author of 
the letter she had sent ; that the stratagem was dis- 
covered, and that he would not see her; with this 
she closed the door in her face. Little did Rousseau 
suspect that the young girl thus unceremoniously 
dismissed from his threshold, was destined to become 
one of the first and most illustrious victims of the 
democratic principles it had been the study of his 
lifetime to teach. 

"Whilst the mind of the engraver's daughter was 
thus absorbed by study and philosophy, her serene 
and modest beauty attracted much admiration in the 
vicinity of her father's dwelling. She received various 
offers of marriage from wealthy tradesmen, but re- 
fused them alL The idea of uniting herself to a man 
with tastes and feelings inferior to her own revolted 
her : to remain single was in her opinion a far more 
preferable fate. She watched with jealous care over 
every feeling of her heart, and, as though actuated 
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hy a foreknowledge of her high destiny, proudly 
avoided indulging in anything resembling an un- 
worthy affection. A young man named De la Blan- 
cherie produced, however, some impression upon her. 
He was amiable and talented ; she thought his cha- 
racter equal to her own, and invested him with 
all heroism and magnanimity in which her ardent 
soul delighted. Events soon undeceived her : she 
beheld in La Blancherie an ordinary mortal, and her 
love vanished with the illusion which had created 
it. "If I could be induced to love by mere eye- 
sight," she wrote to Sophie Cannet, " I would sooner 
die of shame than yield to such love." ** Bum no- 
thing of what I write to you," she observed, in 
allusion to the same subject, and betraying that 
self-severity which ever characterized her; "even 
should my letters be one day seen by the whole 
world, I do not wish to conceal the only proofs 
of my feelings and my weakness." Manon certainly 
did not dream, as she wrote this, that her supposi- 
tion would one day be realized, and that the confi 
dential letters addressed to Sophie Cannet, and 
carefully preserved by her, would be published, and 
reveal to the world all the purity and truth of her 
nature. 

The sudden death of Madame Phlipon was the 
first real sorrow which fell on her daughter. She 
had loved her mother passionately, and her grief was 
overwhelming. She gradually sank into a state of 
languor, which for some time endangered her life. 
With her good and gentle mother vanished the 
happiness Manon had enjoyed in the home of her 
youth. Her father plunged into dissipation and ex- 
travagance, and foolishly squandered his. daughter's 
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property as well aa bis own. The grief she felt at M. 
Phlipon's imprudent conduct, and her own altered 
prospects could not, howeyer, disturb the cheerful 
serenity of Manon's temper: she found in all her 
sorrow that severe pleasure which results from the 
consciousness of inward rectitude and unmerited 
reproach cahnly endured. She saw clouds lower- 
ing over her dark horizon, but she turned not 
away from the path : she still went onward " gather- 
ing her courage," in her own forcible expression, "as 
a cloak around her," and cahnly waiting^ the coming 
of the storm. 

Notwithstanding the alteration which she foresaw 
in her father's circumstances, Manon still inflexibly 
refused to marry. It was not imtil her hand was 
asked by Roland de la Fl&ti^re that her resolve 
wavered. Roland, whom she had known for several 
years, was then on the verge of fifty. Tall and thin 
in person, reserved and somewhat abrupt in his 
manners, with a harsh voice and a severe look, few 
would have thought Roland likely to fascinate a 
young and beautiful woman. Nor was it love, in- 
deed, which Manon felt for him. Since her unhappy 
experiment with La Blancherie, she held love as 
a beautiful chimera. But if she did not believe in 
the reality of this feeling — such as she understood 
it — she had still faith in friendship and esteem, and 
held no destiny so worthy of a woman's ambition 
as that of wife and mother. Beneath the austere 
aspect of Roland, she saw and admired a soul 
worthy of an ancient phUosopher by its stern and 
unyielding virtues. His character was one which the 
passionate admirer of Plutarch's heroes could well 
appreciate. In her enthusiasm she even over-rated 
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his qualities; of which a rigid and uncompromising 
honesty of purpose was the most prominent If there 
was in him much to command esteem, it could not 
be sdd that there was much to love. 

The beauty and superior mind of Mademoiselle 
Phlipon inspired Boland with a very sincere feeling 
of admiration. With her approbation, he asked her 
hand from her father; but M. Phlipon had con- 
ceived a secret dislike for the rigid philosopher, and 
refused to give his consent. Manon acted with sud- 
den and unexpected decision* Several circiunstances 
had long rendered it desirable that she should cease 
to reside in her father's house ; she now left it, and 
retired to the convent where she had formerly spent 
a year. The narrow income she had inherited from 
her mother did not permit her to enter this esta- 
blishment as a boarder: she only rented a small 
room, where she prepared her own food, consisting 
of the coarsest and cheapest vegetables. Notwith- 
standing the severity of her privations, books, music, 
and drawing, still yielded her their accustomed plea- 
sures; the only interruption to these occupations 
was the time she devoted to the mending of her 
father's linen : for, notwithstanding their separation, 
she still rigidly frdfilled the most minute of her 
duties towards him. The sense of freedom, and the 
secret and severe pleasure she always found in 
stoic endurance, supported her under this trying 
dispensation. 

Broland took six months to reflect on the course 
he had better adopt with regard to Mademoiselle 
Phlipon. When he returned to Paris — he had been 
at Amiens all this time — ^he determined on offering 
her his hand once more. The cool prudence of his 
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conduct had greatly abated her first enthusiasm ; buf 
the high esteem she felt for his character^ more than 
the sense of her loneliness, induced her, after a little 
hesitation, to accept his offer. They were, accord- 
ingly, married in 1781 : Manon was then in her 
twenty-fourth year. In this union Madame Koland 
found peace and happiness ; but such happiness as 
few women would envy. The love of Roland was a 
love selfish and domineering, to which he expected 
every feeling of his wife to yield. So jealous was he 
of her exclusive affection, that he exacted from her 
the sacrifice of every female friendship of her youth. 
This injudicious severity would have alienated from 
him the heart of any other woman ; but the high 
esteem she felt for her husband, the entire confidence 
he reposed in her, and her own stem sense of duty, 
enabled Madame Roland to bear the trials of her new 
lot. A year after her marriage she proceeded with 
Roland to Amiens, where he was inspector of several 
important manufactories It was there that she gave 
birth to her daughter and only child, that Eudora 
whom she so passionately loved. 

From the first, Madame Roland assisted her hus- 
band in the literary labours he undertook : she tran- 
scribed his compositions, corrected the proof-sheets, 
and, with a humility rare in one of her high talents, 
seldom ventured to oppose or contradict his opinions. 
Domestic tasks and walks in the country were the 
only relaxations of this severe and monotonous 
existence. From Amiens they removed after four 
years to Villefranche near Lyons, the home of 
Roland. Here Madame Roland, though not with- 
out sufficient annoyance fix)m her husband's rela- 
tives — a younger brother and an aged mother-in-law 
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—led the same calm domestic life, in which she found 
the happiness which attends the accomplishment of a 
noble and self-imposed duty. Her charity to the 
poor, the kindness with which she assisted them in 
their necessities, or attended them when they were 
sick, soon caused her to be almost worshipped in the 
vicinity of her new home. The opening events of 
the French devolution first disturbed this obscure 
but happy existence. 

The dawn of that great convulsion, so fuU as it 
was then of glorious hopes, so free from presenti- 
ments of evil, filled the republican soul of Madame 
Roland with a fervent enthusiasm, which she com- 
municated to the colder mind of her husband. She 
knew not what events might bring forth for her; 
but, whether it was good or evil, she rejoiced with 
her whole heart at the prospect of the general wel- 
fare, and energetically protested her willingness to 
submit without a murmur to whatever fate might 
decree. ** Blood may be shed," she enthusiastically 
wrote from her retirement to a friend, ** but tyranny 
will not be re-established : her iron throne is totter- 
ing throughout all Europe. The efforts of the poten- 
tates can only accelerate its fall. Let it fall I even 
though we should be buried beneath its ruins I A 
new generation will arise to enjoy the freedom we 
shall have bequeathed, and to bless our efforts in its 
cause." A sort of dim consciousness of the future 
seemed to haunt her mind, even in the calm retreat 
of Villefranche. As early as 1790, we find her 
protesting in a letter to one of her political friends, 
that ** whenever it may be her destiny to die, she shall 
know how to leave life with feelings worthy of her 
friends and her country." It is easy to imagine 
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with what feelings of deep interest she watched 
from her soHtude the progress of events. The tune 
was gone when she wept at not having been bom 
in one of the republics of old. Now, she proudly 
thought, France need no longer envy ancient free- 
dom. Was she not pure, regenerated, and free? The 
political opinions of Roland caused him to be elected 
one of the first members of the municipality of 
Lyons: he was sent to Paris by this body in the 
early part of 1791. Madame Roland accompanied 
him to the capital 

Almost immediately after her arrival, she hastened 
to the constituent assembly. She was dissatisfied 
with all she saw and heard there. Her clear and 
practical mind soon grew wearied of the endless dis- 
cussions which marked every meeting. She had 
little faith in constitutional monarchy. That a nation 
which could regain its entire freedom, should surren- 
der a considerable portion of it to a monarch formerly 
possessed of unlimited authority, and never regret it ; 
and that this monarch, educated in the idea of divine 
right, should be satisfied with exactly the portion of 
power given him by the nation, and never seek for 
more, seemed to her equally dangerous and im- 
probable. The event showed that she was in the 
right : that abuses had extended too far for constitu- 
tional monarchy to prove successfrd in France, and 
that a republic was almost the only possible solution 
of numerous difficulties. Roland had, amongst the 
members of the extreme party, many connections 
who were as dissatisfied with the prospect of consti- 
tutional monarchy aa Madame Roland. The beauty 
of this remarkable woman, her enthusiasm and elo- 
quence, soon exercised a powerful fascination over 
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ber husband's friends* F6thion, Buzot, Brissot, and 
Bobespierre, met four times a week at her house, to 
discuss the measures it was expedient for them to 
adopt in the National Assembly. Madame Boland 
took no share in those discussions : like Madame de 
Maintenon, when Louis XIY. and his ministers met 
in her boudoir, she sat apart, busy with some piece of 
needle-work, or even writing letters, a deeply in- 
terested though silent observer of all that passed. 
The tediousness, the hesitation, which marked these 
lengthy and fruitless conversations annoyed her de- 
cisive and energetic mind. She longed to utter her 
own brief and practical opinions on the subjects dis- 
cussed, but that feeling of womanly reserve, which 
never forsook her, always checked tiie words as they 
rose to her lips. 

Notwithstanding her apparent calmness, she was 
already seized with the revolutionary fever. She 
felt, as must have felt all those who were cast on that 
stormy sea, a new intensity in the power of existence. 
" We live ten years in twenty-four hours," she wrote 
to one of her friends, in July 1791. And it was 
well that it should be so ; for those whose hours sped 
along thus swiftly, gathering years m their brief com- 
pass, were destined to perish in their youth, long before 
the span of life allotted to humanity should have been 
exhausted. The death of Mirabeau, who alone opposed 
the tide of democracy and the imprudent flight of the 
king to Varennes, increased the republican feelings 
of Madame Boland. She lost all faith in the sincerity 
of Louis XVI. " How could it be believed," she 
impatiently asked, ** that a king who had fled from 
the constitution before it was completed, would be 
faithful to it when it was so evidently distasteful 
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to him? Why capture him? why bring him back 
from Yaremies ? Let the perjured monarch fly, and 
the republic be proclaimed at once." How much 
misery, blood, and shame might have been spared to 
France if Louis XYI., instead of being brought back 
to degradation and death, had been allowed to pro- 
ceed on his journey. The young republic, pure and 
free, would not then have been stained with the 
innocent blood of one whose only crime was that of 
being bom an absolute king. On the evening of the 
day when the monarch's flight was discovered, 
F6thion, Buzot, Brissot, and Robespierre had met 
as usual in the house of Madame Roland. The three 
first and her husband agreed with her concerning the 
expediency of a republic, and considered the flight of 
Louis as equivalent to an abdication. Robespierre 
alone diflered from them : it was characteristic of him 
that he never went farther than events, though he 
was always ready to go as far. On this occasion he 
felt convinced that the royalists had prepared a 
general massacre of the patriots, and that he should 
be one of the earliest victims : a belief which gave a 
more livid hue than usual to his thin and greenish 
countenance. When Madame Roland and her friends 
spoke of a republic, Robespierre bit his nails, and 
eyeing his future victims, then his friends, asked them 
with a sneer what they meant by a republic 

The republic of their enthusiastic dreams was one 
of freedom and glory, as pure as it was ideal ; time 
showed what blood and tyranny it took for Robe- 
spierre to found his. In the month of September of 
the year 1791, Roland, whose mission was over, 
returned with his wife to Villefranche. 

Here Madame Roland resumed her domestic duties; 
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to all appearance, as calm as ever. But there had 
arisen in her soul a fever which could only be 
quenched in her blood. All the burning enthusiasm 
of her youth, all the passion which slumbered in her 
heart, and which her marriage with Boland only re- 
pressed, broke forth with the strength of a long- 
hidden fire. She gave to freedom and her country^ 
that love which, in her as in all noble minds, was 
only a longing for ideal excellence such as no human 
being or earthly affection could have gratified. ^ 
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CHAPTER IV. 

MADAME BOLAND AND THE GIEONDISTS. 

In the month of December of the year 1791, Roland 
and his wife, unable to remain longer away from the 
centre of agitation, returned to Paris. The consti- 
tution had been accepted by the king. ' The labours 
of the Constituent Assembly were over, and those of 
the Legislative Assembly now began. 

Three parties divided the new assembly: the 
Girondists, the Mountaineers, and the Plain. The 
first took their name from the department of the 
Gironde, whence most of them came: they were 
young, eloquent, and enthusiastic men; but rash, 
inexperienced, and deficient in firmness or stability*. 
With far less talent, and much more violence, than 
the Girondists, the Mountaineers carried in their 
convictions an earnestness and fanaticism which 
could scarcely fail to insure their ultimate triumph. 
They were called Mountaineers, from the elevated 
benches on which they sat in the Assembly. The 
name of Plain was given to a weak and moderate 
party which occupied the central and lowest portion 
of the house. 

The unhappy dissensions of the GHbrondists and 
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Mountaineers^ which proved the ruin of the republic, 
did not begin in earnest until the fall of monarchy. 
Previously to the 10th of August, serious differences 
arose between these two parties ; but they were not 
such as to prevent them from acting together every 
time a new blow could be directed against royal 
authority. This bond of republican feeling gradually 
drew them around Madame Koland. Without seek- 
ing for it, she thus found herself ere long the nucleus 
of a large and powerful party. The singular and 
expressiveTeauty of her face and person, which 
reminded some of her admirers of Rousseau's Julie, vl ' ' \- 
the native elegance and dignity of her manners, her 
harmonious voice and flowing language, and, above 
all, the fervour and eloquence of her patriotism, 
seemed to mark her out for the part which had been 
instinctively assigned to her. She presided over p^i- ' 
tical meetings with so much tact and discretion, as i 
to appear a calm spectator; whilst she, in reality, 
imparted her own fervent enthusiasm to all those 
who came near her. The young and handsome 
Barbaroux, the elegant Buzot, the licentious Louvet, 
Sillery, the husband of Madame de Genlis, Ver- 
gniaud, the orator, equally admired and respected her. 
Though possessed of more than ordinary attractions, 
and married to a man who might have been her 
father; though surrounded by men, young, hand- / 
some, and eloquent ; Madame Boland, strong in her • 
(Severe purity, preserved her character and reputation 
imsullied. Her friends spoke of her with mingled 
veneration and enthusiasm. ^* Oh I Koland I Koland !" 
exclaimed Louvet, after her untimely death, " how 
many virtues have they assassinated with thee I how 
much virtue, beauty, and genius have they not im- 
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molated^ in the person of thy wife— a far greater man 
than thou ever wert ?" 

The admiration his wife excited was the cause 
of Koland's rise and ruin. When the Girondist 
ministry was formed^ in March 1792^ his friends 
had him named Minister of the Interior. Madame 
B.oland; without allowing herself to be dazzled by 
her new position, quietly removed from her little 
apartment, in the B.ue de la Harpe, to the splendid 
hotel formerly occupied by Calonne and Necker. 
Her political power during this her husband's first 
ministry was, like that she had previously exercised, 
great though occult. She influenced not only the 
acts of her husband, who reposed unbounded con- 
fidence in her, but likewise those of the entire 
Girondist party. She generally sat in a little draw- 
ing-room, furnished with extreme simplicity, and 
where Roland received his colleagues and most in- 
timate friends. They concerted their measures in 
her presence, and often asked and took her advice. 
Her tact and gentleness were especially displayed in 
moderating their discussions whenever they became 
too animated. 

Madame Koland instinctively imparted to the 
Girondists that feeling of mistrust against the king, 
which was strengthened in her by the earnestness of 
her republican tendencies. She had no faith in the 
sincerity of Louis XVI. since the flight to Varennes, 
and despised his vacillating weakness. She believed 
the calumnious imputations cast on the morals of the 
queen, and hated her as the persevering enemy of 
freedom. K she was too severe, and often unjust, 
towards the sovereigns, Madame Eoland did not err 
when she pronounced the constitution impracticable. 
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Experience only strengthened this conviction, which 
the Girondists gradually learned to share. They had 
never been very sincere partisans of constitutional 
monarchy, and they now affected to consider the 
sovereign as a secret foe, whom it was their duty 
to watch and detect. Let jt notJbfiJEorgoJfcten that 
neither Louis Xyi._ nor. Marie- Antoinette eewM ap- 
pe^wr to their e ont emperarie& as they have since been 
seen by ^sterity, with a halo of misfortune to purify 
vand_ exalt th eir chara^te^^^ were then real, un- 

roma^tic^jind imprudent human beings, most awk- 
wardly and unhappily placed on the path of the 
reyoIutionT Notwithstanding their prejudices, the 
Girondist ministers were frequently touched by the 
evident goodness of heart of the king ; but the im- 
prudently avowed hatred of the queen for the con- 
stitution, and her well-known influence over her hus- 
band, steeled them against Louis XYL, even more 
effectually than the persevering mistrust of Madame 
Koland. This mistrust, caused by a jealous love of 
freedom, is the only stain which rests on her political 
career. It unfortunately happens that, in times of 
national strife and convulsion, few, even amongst the 
most noble-minded, are willing to believe in the sin- 
cerity of their opponents ; they are thus led, not only 
into injustice, but into great political errors. The 
exaggerated doubts of Madame Roland, and of the 
Girondists, concerning the sincerity of the king, 
ultimately proved as fatal to themselves as to the 
sovereign. In one respect, however, the penetration 
of Madame Roland did not deceive her: she per- 
ceived from the first the double part Dumouriez 
was playing, and she repeatedly warned her husband 
and his colleagues of that general's insincerity. 

M 2 
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With this mistrust on one side, and a hesitation 
which almost warranted it on the other, the policy 
of the ministers and that of the king daily became 
more irreconcilable. The ministers exacted that he 
should sanction the decrees of the assembly against 
the emigrants and the clergy, and Louis refused to 
give those decrees the sanction by which they were 
to become law. Madame Holand, rendered impatient 
by this delay, and feeling anxious to screen her hus- 
band from any responsibility he might incur, advised 
him to write a letter to the king urging him to 
compliance, and to keep a copy of this letter for his 
personal justification. B.oland consented, and, as his 
wife always assisted him in his literary compositions, 
he now requested her to undertake this which she 
had suggested: she complied. This famous . letter 
was couched in the most austere language : it con- 
tained truths, but too harshly expressed to be accept- 
able. Had it been written to a powerful monarch, 
this letter would have been courageous and noble, 
but addressed to a weak and captive king on the 
brink of ruin, it was cruel and ungenerous. Her 
hatred for royalty, and her zeal for the republic, 
rendered Madame Roland unjust. The only effect 
which the letter she had written in her husband's 
name produced upon the king, was to make him 
persist in his conduct, and dismiss his ministry. 
Holand immediately read the copy of his letter to 
the assembly, as a justification of his conduct. The 
resistance of the king, and his dismissal of the popular 
ministers, heightened the deep feeling of irritation 
which already existed against Louis XVL Roland 
and the other ministers were hailed as martyrs to 
their patriotism, and Koland's letter was ordered 
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to be printed, and sent to the eighty-three depart- 
DQients. 

The power of Madame Roland was not such as 
to vanish with station. Her influence was never 
greater than in the humble apartment of the fau- 
bourg St. Jacques, to which she retired on leaving 
the minister's splendid hoteL The Girondists, now 
openly aiming at a republic, gathered around her, 
and spoke with more freedom than they had yet 
displayed. Amongst those who then visited her 
assiduously was Barbaroux, whom a vague conjecture 
asserts to have been the object of that secret passion 
to which Madame Holand remotely alludes in a pass- 
age of her memoirs. 

Barbaroux was the handsomest of the Girondists : he 
came from Marseilles, where the descendants of the 
Grecian colonists often inherit the old classic beauty i 
of their ancestors. Handsome as an Antinous, elo- I 
quent and patriotic, Barbaroux may have appeared I 
to Madame Boland the realisation of her youthful/ 
dreams. Her beauty and noble character inspired 
him with a deep and respectful admiration. He 
soon discerned, that if ** of all modern men Roland 
most resembled Cato," it was to his wife that he owed 
his courage and talents. They frequently converse^^ 
on the state of the country, on the perfidy of the 
court, and the failing cause of freedom. Once, when 
Boland had been expressing his mournful apprehen- 
iions, "his wife," observes Barbaroux in his memoirs, 
'*wept as she listened to him; I wept myself, as 
I looked upon her." With the promptness which 
characterized him, Barbaroux suggested to his friends 
that the south of France might be made the strong- 
hold of freedom. As the enthusiastic young man 
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developed his plan^ and spoke of the republican 
tendencies of his countrymen, the austere brow of 
Koland gradually became more serene, whilst his 
beautiful wife, drying her tears, listened with hopeful 
joy. If any love did indeed exist between these two 
kindred spirits, it was such as neither would have 
blushed to avow. 

A few days after Roland's dismissal from the 
ministry, the events of the 20th of June took place ; 
the 10th of August and the fall of monarchy speedily 
followed. Holand and his colleagues were recalled 
to power: his wife re-entered the minister's hotel; 
the triumphant Girondists once more gathered around 
her : but their day was gone, and, after sharing their 
errors and illusions, Madame Roland was now destined 
to endure their sufferings and noble martyrdom. 

The events of the 10th of August could never 
have taken place, but for the union of the Girondists 
and the Mountaineers. Casting aside their dissensions, 
the two parties united their efforts for that one day: but 
they renewed their quarrel on the morrow. In their 
impatience of once more getting into power and 
founding the Republic, the Girondists overlooked 
the immense advantage they gave to a daring and 
unscrupulous party. When their object was gained, 
they wished to check the progress of the anarchy 
they had helped to create; but the Mountaineers 
had now their own ends to further, and they were 
prepared to make their road to popular favour 
through blood, were it so needed. They soon 
perceived how shrinkingly the Girondists held back 
whenever the blood of the innocent was at stake, and 
yet how reluctant they were to yield their popularity. 
The Mountaineers made a fearful use of the scruples 
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and weakness of their antagonists ; who now found 
themselves, like Mirabeau at the epoch of his death, 
on the path of the torrent they had let loose. Com- 
pelled to endure the massacres of September and 
the execution of Louis XVI. for the sake of their 
own safety, they revolted, at length, against this san- 
guinary tyranny, and perished for having protested 
against the Keign of Terror. 

No sooner was monarchy overthrown than the 
Girondists perceived their weakness. Danton and 
his accomplices organized a general massacre of the 
royalists then imprisoned in Paris. Roland, though 
Minister of the Interior, only possessed a nominal 
power : the real authority was invested in the hands 
of Danton ; the use he made of that authority was 
to deluge the prisons with blood. Never were female 
heroism and devotedness displayed more conspi- 
cuously than during those fearful massacres. They 
began on the 2nd of September 1792, at the Abbaye, 
with {he murder of thirty priests, and of the Swiss 
soldiers imprisoned since the 10th of August. 

An usher named Maillard attempted to give some 
show of legality to these hideous doings. He pre- 
sided in the prison over a mock tribunal, before 
which the victims were summoned in rapid suc- 
cession : a few were purposely acquitted. Amongst 
those who came to receive their sentence, was M. de 
Sombreuil, the obnoxious governor of the Invalides, 
and whose name has been immortalized by the heroic 
devotedness of his daughter. Her love for her father 
had induced her to share his captivity and dangers 
ever since his arrest. On the day of the massacre, 
she stood, from the beginning, near the tribunal, 
within hearing of all that passed, ready to perish 
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with her father. He came, was heard, and con- 
demned. The door of the court-yard where the 
victims met their fate opened, but Mademoiselle 
de Sombreuil threw herself before the old man ; 
she clung to him with the energy of despair, and 
in heartrending accents besought the blood-stained 
murderers to spare her father's life. Moved by her 
tears and passionate entreaties, they granted the 
request ; but on a fearful condition : blood was then 
flowing around them like water ; the blood of the 
aristocrats ; would she prove her patriotism by drink- 
ing a glass of the still warm tide. ** Give it," she 
energetically replied, ** you will see what a daughter 
can do for her father ;" and she drank unshrinkingly. 
The courage of her love awed the monsters around her : 
struck with admiration, they protected her against their 
comrades, and took her and her father home in triumph. 
The youthful daughter of the author Cazotte 
emulated the heroism of Mademoiselle de Sombreuil, 
whose room she shared in the Abbaye. The en- 
thusiastic piety of Cazotte, and his correspondence 
with Laporte, were the crim& for which he had 
been incarcerated. His daughter, of her own accord, 
accompanied him to prison; she knew some time 
beforehand of the massacres that were going to take 
place — for the fact was generally suspected — and 
endeavoured to conciliate the ferocious Marseillaise, 
by whom it was to be effected. Softened by her 
youth and beauty, they promised to spare her father's 
life. Notwithstanding this assurance, Mademoiselle 
Cazotte accompanied her father to the tribunal ; he 
was condemned ; but when the door opened that led to 
the fatal court, his child, like Mademoiselle de Som- 
breuil, threw herself before him, and interceded for 
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his life. The Marseillaise, faithful to their promise, 
saved them both from the fury of the crowd, and did 
not leave them until they had found a safe asylum. 
One of the men who had rendered themselves guilty 
of this act of compassion, confessed the fact, with 
some misgiving, to Marat on the following day. 
Thirsting as he did for the blood of the aristocrats, 
Marat could not restrain his tears as he heard of 
the heroic devotedness of Gazette's daughter : ** Nay," 
he exclaimed, **the father who had such a child 
deserved to live." The pure and holy love of Made- 
moiselle Gazette could not, however, shield her father 
from further danger : a short time after the massacres 
of September, he was again incarcerated ; his daughter 
was sent to a different prison, and not released until 
he had perished on the scaffold, lest she should soften 
judges as she had softened murderers. 

The royalist ladies imprisoned after the 10th of 
August were, from the beginning of the massacre, 
marked out as fit victims of the popular hatred. The 
Princess de Tarente gloried, with undaunted courage, 
in her friendship for the queen, defied her murderers, 
and roused, by her daring spirit, whatever trace of 
generosity still lingered in their hearts : she was dis- 
missed unhurt. The Princess of Lamballe proved 
less fortunate. Her father-in-law, the Duke of 
Penthi^vre, who loved her as his own child, spent 
a hundred thousand crowns in order to purchase 
her life from her gaolers and judges. Her known 
attachment to Marie- Antoinette was the only crime 
of this beautiful and amiable woman. She was in- 
carcerated in the prison of La Force, and for two 
days remained in her cell apparently forgotten by 
the murderers : from her room she could hear the 
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sounds of the massacre below ; rendered almost un- 
conscious hj terror, she only wakened from one 
fainting fit to sink into another. On the second day 
two National Guards entered her room, and abruptly 
bade her follow them to the Abbaye: she rose, 
hastily attired herself, and obeyed. On reaching 
the tribunal, and beholding the traces of the recent 
massacre, she fainted away with horror. When she 
recovered consciousness, her judges bade her swear 
to love equality and freedom, and hate kings and 
queens. **I can take the first oath," she replied; 
** but hatred of the king and queen I cannot swear, 
for it is not in my heart." " Swear," said one of the 
judges, "or you perish." The princess remained 
silent. They then ordered her to be taken out 
into the street, recommending her to cry out " Long 
live the nation," as soon as she left the prison. She 
forgot to do so, and uttered an exclamation of horror 
on beholding the pavement strewn with corpses. 
Her pure and touching beauty interested many of 
those who now gazed upon her, and, anxious to save 
her, they exclaimed from the crowd, " Cry out * Long 
live the nation,' and nothing shall be done to thee." 
The princess was, unfortunately, too terrified to 
obey: the silence of fear was taken for the refusal 
of defiance: a blow was aimed at her head; her 
blood flowed; in an instant she was felled to the 
earth, and murdered, with circumstances of the 
most atrocious barbarity. Her head, borne on 
a pike, was carried all over Paris, and displayed 
before the windows of the royal family in the 
Temple. The king threw himself before Marie- 
Antoinette, and drew her away before her look could 
rest on the livid features of her murdered friend* 
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The Princess of Lamballe was not the last victim : 
her death, which made the old Duke of Penthi^vre 
die with grief, was but the prelude of deeds more 
hideous still, but foreign to the purport of this work. 

Th^roigne de Mericourt, and women of her sti 
took an active share in these massacres. The wives of ^ 
the ^^egorgeurs" (cut-throats) regularly brought their 
husbands their soup, as though thej were engaged in 
some ordinary work. Heroism, devoted love, pity, 
fierceness, and callous indifference, were alike dis- 
played during those days of terror; which, whatever 
may be said to the contrary, were indeed ** the crime 
of a few men, but not the crime of liberty." * 

The soul of Madame Koland was filled with horror 
at what she saw and heard. If anything increased 
her despair, it was the consciousness that her hus- 
band, though Minister of the Interior, could not pre- 
vent, could not do anything. "We are under the knife 
of Robespierre and Marat,'' she despairingly wrote to 
a friend, on the 5th of September ; and on the 9th 
she added, " You knew my enthusiasm for the Revo- 
lution ; well, I am ashamed of it now : it has been 
sullied by monsters ; it is hideous." The proclama- 
tion of the Republic, which, at another time would 
have fiUed her with joy, now seemed to her prophetic 
soul but the forerunner of the fall of the men by whom 
that Republic had been founded. The Girondists 
themselves were not unconscious of their approach- 
ing destiny. On the evening of the day on which 
the Republic was proclaimed, they met at the house 
of Madame Roland. At the close of their frugal 
supper, Yergniaud rose, and filled his glass, in order 

* Lamartine, Hist, des Girondins, vol. iii. p. 400. 
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to drink to the Republic. Before he drank, Madame 
Boland scattered rose leaves, from her bouquet, over 
the wine, according to the custom of the ancients. 
When the beverage was quaffed, Vergniaud, setting 
down llie glass, turned towards Barbaroux, and said, 
in a low voice — " Branches of the cypress-tree, Bar- 
baroux, not roses, should have been scattered on our 
wine to-night: who knows, if, in drinking to a 
Republic whose cradle is steeped in the blood of 
September, we be not drinking to our own deaths? 
Nevertheless, and if this wine were my blood, I 
would still quaff it to equality and freedom." 

The energetic protest of Roland against the mas- 
sacres drew down on him, and on his wife who was 
known to have inspired it, the hatred of Marat and 
Danton. No consideration of policy or safety could 
induce Madame Roland to suffer the intimacy or 
protection of a man who always appeared to her 
stained with the blood of September. Notwith- 
standing Danton's attempts to effect a reconciliation, 
she never ceased — from September 1792 to the exe- 
cution of Louis XVL in January 1793, when Roland 
resigned — to urge her husband to a noble though 
unavailing resistance against the power of the Moun- 
taineers. This energetic abhorrence of crime and 
criminals she communicated to the whole party of 
the Gironde. The passion and eloquence which had 
hastened the progress of the Revolution, were now 
all directed to the holy object of purifying it from 
the stains cast upon it by a few guilty men. And 
in this, her second and nobler task, she displayed 
still more fearlessness and independence than when 
she urged her friends to the overthrow of royalty. 
The power of Madame Roland over the Girondists 
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at this epoch, and the apprehensions her eloquence 
and energy excited, are proved by the hatred which 
was suddenly displayed against her by the Jacobins. 
Marat included her in his denunciations against the 
Girondists, and assailed her in the coarsest terms in 
his "Ami du Peuple." Matters went so far that 
her life and that of Roland were openly threatened. 
On several occasions, they were persuaded by their 
friends to leave the ministerial hotel, and sleep in 
some secure place. Madame Koland complied very 
reluctantly. Her heroic soul told her that if such a 
crime were to be committed by the anarchists, the 
very horror it would inspire might be useful to 
liberty. She justly thought that those who engage 
in a revolution, and who value honour and freedom, 
must learn to count life as nothing. Towards the 
close of her husband's ministry, when events became 
daily more critical, she absolutely refused to leave 
the hotel. The only precaution she adopted, was to 
sleep with a pistol under her pillow, in order to 
protect herself from the brutality of those who might 
attempt her life. 

The quarrels of the Jacobins and the Girondists 
became more bitter and incessant as they drew to 
a close. The Girondists inexorably repulsed Dan- 
ton every time he attempted a reconciliation : they 
would either have a pure Republic, or they would 
perish. Urged by Madame Roland, they, moreover, 
resolved to attack Robespierre; whose power had 
rapidly increased. In a speech of memorable elo- 
quence, Louvet unveiled the secret ambition of the 
revolutionary pharisee : but the attack only recoiled 
on its authors, and tended to strengthen the power 
of the future dictator. The resolve of the conven- 
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tion to accuse and judge the klng^ migbt alone 
have warned the Girondists of their fate. A friend 
of Madame Koland was with her and her husband, 
when they learned this important decision of the 
convention. ** The convention both accuses and 
judges," exclaimed Boland ; ** it is dishonoured 1 ** 
His wife said nothing; but when their child came 
in, she pressed her to her heart, and wept silently. 
Impatient to ruin a woman from whose talents and 
energy they felt they had so much to fear, the Jaco- 
bins sought to implicate Madame Koland in an 
imaginary royalist conspiracy, through the agency of 
a contemptible spy named Viard. She was sum- 
moned before the bar of the convention, in order 
to justify herself from Viard's accusations. She 
appeared in the assembly with the easy dignity 
that always characterized her. On being asked her 
name, ** My name is Roland," she replied, *^ a name 
of which I am proud; for it is that of a good and 
honourable man." Several other questions were 
addressed to her, such as, " If she knew Viard ? 
when she had seen him? and what had passed be- 
tween them?" She answered, that Viard had twice 
written to her to obtain an interview ; that she had 
seen him once ; and, after some conversation, having 
discovered him to be a spy, had dismissed him with 
contempt. The evident falsehood of Viard's accu- 
sation, and the simple dignity of Madame Koland's 
replies, told equally in her favour. Amidst the 
general applause of the members, the president 
decreed that the honours of the sitting belonged to 
her. The Jacobins in the galleries remained silent. 
Marat rose, and pointing to them, gloomily observed : 
" Look at that public ; it is wiser than you are." 
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The trial of Louis XVI. betrayed the increasing 
weakness of the Girondists. Many of them not 
only sympathized with him as a man^ but thought 
that the nation^ though it might depose^ could not 
judge its monarch. But, with this conviction, they, 
nevertheless, sanctioned the trial, and took part 
in it ; lest their refusal should furnish the Jacobins 
with a pretence of accusing them of royalist ten- 
dencies. Two days after the king's execution, on 
the 23rd of January 179B, Koland resigned his post; 
which had long been purely nominal Oppressed 
with grief at the dangers she foresaw for the Repub- 
lic, Madame Roland lived in great retirement. A 
few of her friends still visited, however, the woman 
whom Marat and Camille Desmoulins attacked in 
their pamphlets, and whom Danton openly denounced 
as the Circe of the Republic. The only charm she used 
was that of her own heroic spirit, which she sought 
to infuse into the men who struggled for freedom 
against anarchy. This struggle was drawing to a 
close. After several unsuccessful attempts, the Jaco- 
bins resolved to coerce the convention into submis- 
sion to their will: that will was, that the twenty-two 
Girondist members should be accused of treason, 
arrested, and condemned. For that purpose they 
organized an insurrection, which lasted from the 
30th of May to the 2nd of June. The convention, 
threatened, insulted, and besieged, at length yielded 
to force, and passed the decree which doomed its 
most illustrious and eloquent members to death, and 
France to anarchy and terror. 

The hatred of the triumphant Mountaineers did 
not forget either Roland or his wife. On the evening 
of the 31st of May, six armed men, provided with an 



176 WOMAN IN FBANCE. 

order from the Revolutionary Committee, came to 
arrest the ex-minister. Koland energetically de- 
clared that nothing but force should induce him to 
obey the order of this illegal power. The men, not 
daring to enforce their mandate, left a guard upon 
Roland and retired for new orders. Madame Roland, 
though seriously ill, rose, dressed herself hastily, and 
immediately proceeded to the convention, to protest 
against the attempted outrage. She made her way 
through the troops and armed men who surrounded 
the Tuileries, but could not succeed in gaining admit- 
tance to the hall, where the Girondists were then 
engaged in their death struggle. 

From the place where she stood waiting, she could 
hear, however, the sounds of the stormy debate within. 
Yergniaud, on learning that she was there, came and 
exchanged a few words with her. She urged him to 
procure her admittance; she thought that an ener- 
getic and eloquent reproof might rouse, perchance, 
the convention from the stupor into which it had 
been thrown by the audacity of the Jacobins. Ver- 
gniaud dissuaded her from this course, of which he 
showed her the perfect uselessness. She returned 
home to consult with Roland. He had escaped by a 
back-door, and she found him concealed in the house 
of a friend. After a short deliberation between them, 
it was agreed that she should return to the conven- 
tion. She did so; but when she reached the Tuileries, 
she found that the sitting was over: a group of 
canoneers, who still lingered on the Place de la Revo- 
lution, where they had come to intimidate the con- 
vention, informed her that the Jacobins had prevailed, 
and that their next triumph would be the decree of 
accusation against the Girondists; which the assembly 
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oould not fail to pass when it met on the following 
day. 

Madame Roland had long been aware that when 
her friends fell^ she must fall with them. She was 
known to have shared their principles^ and guided 
many of their measures ; the blame of her husband's 
acts had been publicly thrown upon her by Danton 
in the hall of the convention, and her political 
part had been sufficiently remarkable to make her 
feel that she was bound, in honour, to accept its 
responsibility, even though that responsibility should 
be death on a scaffold. It was this sense of duty that 
rendered her unwilling to leave Paris, as she might 
have done, before the 31st of May. Conscious of her 
own innocence, and of the purity of her motives, she 
disdained a flight unworthy alike of her character and 
of her destiny. The success of the Jacobins on the 
31st of May confirmed her in this resolve. The 
friend at whose house Roland had taken refuge 
could not let her share his asylum; she seized this 
as a pretence, and returned home to await her fate. 
Overcome with fatigue she was yielding to sleep, 
when her servant entered her room and informed her 
that several armed men requested to see her. This 
was no more than she had expected. The promptness 
with which they made use of their power showed her 
how deep and unrelenting was the hatred of her 
enemies. She rose, dressed herself carefully, and ap- 
peared before her visitors ; they showed her a warrant 
for her apprehension, in which the motives of her 
arrest were not even set forth. She knew the docu- 
ment to be illegal, but perceiving the uselessness of 
resistance, calmly submitted. She had already pro- 
vided for the safety of her daughter, and all she now 

VOL. II. N 



178 WOMAN IN FRANCE, 

asked for was leisure to make her own preparations. 
She did so with perfect calmness, notwithstanding the 
crowd of individuals of every sort who filled the apart- 
ment. At seven in the morning everything was in 
readiness to take her to prison^ and she bade her 
daughter and the weeping servants a last farewell ; 
gently exhorting them to resignation. 

The men who arrested her beheld with surprise 
the marks of affection bestowed on a woman whom 
the calumnies of Marat had taught them to consider 
with abhorrence. A hackney-coach waited below to 
convey her to the Abbaye; she walked towards it 
between two rows of armed men, who followed the 
coach when she had entered it. "To the guillotine !" 
cried a few women in the crowd. " Shall we draw 
down the blinds?" asked one of the commissioners. 
Madame Roland calmly refused : " Innocence," she 
said, " has no need to put on the aspect of crime." 
** You have more strength of mind than most men," 
observed the commissioner; "and you will wait 
patiently for justice I" " Justice 1" she passionately 
exclaimed; "were justice done to me, I should not be 
here to-day : but I shall walk as calmly to the scaffold 
as I now proceed to prison." 

That prison was reached ere long. Was this then 
the goal of those high dreams and aspirations towards 
freedom, which had haunted her mind even from the 
days of her childhood? 
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CHAPTER V. 

CHARLOTTE COBDAT. 

Amongst the women of the French Revolution, 
there is one who stands essentiaUy apart : a solitary 
episode of the eventful story. She appears for a 
moment, performs a deed, — ^heroic as to the intention, 
criminal as to the means, — and disappears for ever : 
lost in the shadow of time — an unfathomed mystery. 
And it is, perhaps, this very mystery that has in- 
vested with so much interest the name of one known by 
a single deed; which, though intended by her to deliver 
her country, changed little in its destinies. To ad- 
mire her entirely is impossible ; to condemn her is 
equally difficult. No one can read her history with- 
out feeling that, to judge her absolutely, lies not in 
the province of man. Beautiful, pure, gentle, and a 
murderess, she attracts and repels us in almost 
equal degrees ; like all those beings whose nature is 
inexplicable and strange, according to the ordinary 
standard of humanity. Although it is generally ac- 
knowledged that she did not exercise over contempo- 
rary events that repressing power for which she 
sacrificed her life, it is felt, nevertheless, that no 
history of the times in which she lived, is complete 
without her name ; and to her brief and tragic history 
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an eloquent modem historian * has devoted some of 
his most impressive pages. This would be a suflScient 
apology for introducing her here, were not, moreover, 
her name as closely linked with the history of the 
Girondists as that of Madame Koland. If one was 
the chief of that ill-fated party, the other undertook 
to be their avenger. 

The 31st of May was the signal of the fall and dis- 
persion of the Girondists. Some, like Barbaroux, 
Buzot, Louvet, and their friends, retired to the pro- 
vinces, which they endeavoured to rouse for one last 
struggle. Others, like Madame Boland and the 
twenty-two, prepared themselves in their silent prison 
solitude for death and the scaffold. The name of the 
Girondists now became a sound as proscribed as that 
of Boyalist had been during their brief sway. No 
voice gifted with power was raised throughout the 
republic in favour of the men by whom, in the midst 
of such enthusiastic acclamations, that Republic had 
been founded. France was rapidly sinking into that 
state of silent apathy which foreboded the Reign of 
Terror : discouraged by their experience of the past, 
men lost their faith in humanity, and selfishly de- 
spaired of the future. A maiden's heroic spirit alone 
conceived the daring project of saving those who had 
so long and so nobly striven for freedom ; or, if this 
might not be, of avenging their fall, and striking ter- 
ror into the hearts of their foes, by a deed of solemn 
immolation, worthy of the stem sacrifices of paganism, 
offered up of yore on the blood-stained shrines of the 
goddess Nemesis. 

This maiden was Marie- Anne Charlotte of Corday 
and of Armonty one of the last descendants of a 
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noble though impoyerished Norman family, which 
counted amongst its near relatives, Fontenelle, the 
wit and philosopher of the seventeenth and eighteenth 
centuries, and amongst its ancestors, the father of 
the great tragic poet of France, Pierre Corneille. 

Her father, Jacques of Corday and of Armont, 
was a younger son of this noble line. He was, how- 
ever, poorer than many of the peasants amongst 
whom he lived, cultivating with his own hands his 
narrow inheritance. He married in early life a lady of 
gentle blood, but as poor as himself. They had five 
children and a noble name to support, in a vain show 
of dignity, on their insufficient income. It thus hap- 
pened that Charlotte, their fourth child and second 
daughter, was bom in a thatched dwelling, in the 
village of Saint- Satumin des Lignerets ; and that in 
the register of the parish church where she was bap- 
tised, on the 28th of July 1768, the day after her birth, 
she is described as ** bom in lawful wedlock of Jacques 
Fran5ois of Corday, esquire, sieur of Armont, and 
of the noble dame Marie Charlotte-Jacqueline, of 
Gauthier des Authieux, his wife." It was under these 
difficult circumstances, which embittered his temper, 
and often caused him to inveigh in energetic terms 
against the injustice of the law of primogeniture, that 
M. d' Armont reared his family. As soon as they were 
of age, his sons entered the army ; one of his daugh- 
ters died young ; and he became a widower when the 
other two were emerging from childhood into youth. 
They remained for some time with their father, but 
at length entered the Abbaye aux Dames, in the 
neighbouring town of Caen. 

The greatest portion of the youth of Charlotte 
Corday — to give her the name by which she is 
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generally known — was spent in the calm obscurity 
of her convent solitude. Many high visions, many 
burning dreams and lofty aspirations, already haunted 
her imaginative and enthusiastic mind, as she slowly 
paced the silent cloisters, or rested, lost in thought, 
beneath the shadow of the ancient elms. It is said 
that, like Madame Koland, she contemplated seclud- 
ing herself for ever from the world in her monastic 
retreat ; but, affected by the scepticism of the age, 
which penetrated even beyond convent walls, she 
gave up this project. From these early religious 
feelings, Charlotte derived, however, the calm de- 
votedness which characterized her brief career: for 
though self-sacrifice may not be the exclusive attri- 
bute of Christianity, it cannot be denied that the 
deep humility by which it is accompanied — a feeling 
almost unknown to the ancients — is in itself the very 
spirit of Christ. The peaceful and solemn shadow 
of the old cloister favoured the mild seriousness of 
Charlotte's character. Within the precincts of her 
sacred retreat she grew up in grave and serene 
loveliness, a being fit for the gentlest duties of 
woman's household life, or for one of those austere 
and fearless deeds which lead to the scaffold and 
give martyrdom in a holy cause. 

The scepticism that prevailed for the last few 
years preceding the Revolution, was not the sensual 
atheism which had disgraced the eighteenth century 
so long. The faith in a first and eternal cause, in 
the sacredness of human rights and the holiness of 
duty, was firmly held by many noble spirits, who 
hailed with enthusiasm the first dawn of democracy. 
This faith was blended, in the soul of Charlotte 
Corday, with a passionate admiration of antiquity. 
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All the austerity and republloan enthusiasm of her 
illustrious ancestor^ Pierre Corneille, seemed to 
have come down to his young descendant. Even 
Kousseau and Raynal^ the apostles of democracy, 
had no pages that could absorb her so deeply as 
those of ancient history, with its stirring deeds 
and immortal recollections. Often, like Manon 
Phlipon in the recess of her father's workshop, 
might Charlotte Corday be seen, in her convent 
cell, thoughtfully bending over an open volume of 
Plutarch ; that powerful and eloquent historian of all 
heroic sacrifices. 

When the Abbaye aux Dames was closed, in con- 
sequence of the Revolution, Charlotte was in her 
twentieth year, in the prime of life and of her 
wonderful beauty ; and never, perhaps, did a vision 
of more dazzling loveliness, step forth from beneath 
the dark convent portal into the light of the free 
and open world. She was rather tall, but admirably 
proportioned, with a figure full of native grace and 
dignity : her hands, arms, and shoulders, were models 
of pure sculptural beauty. An expression of singular 
gentleness and serenity characterized her fair, oval 
countenance and regular features. Her open fore- 
head, dark and well-arched eyebrows, and eyes of a 
grey so deep that it was often mistaken for blue, 
added to her naturally grave and meditative appear- 
ance; her nose was straight and well formed, her 
mouth serious but exquisitely beautiful. Like most 
of the women of the fine Norman race, she had a 
complexion of transparent purity ; enhanced by the 
rich brown hair which fell in thick curls around her 
neck, according to the fashion of the period. A 
simple severity characterized her dress of sombre 
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hue, and the low and becoming lace cap which she 
habitually wore is still known by her name in France. 
Her whole aspect was fraught with so much modest 
grace and dignity, that, notwithstanding her youth, 
the first feeling she invariably inspired was one of 
respect ; blended with involuntary admiration, for a 
being of such pure and touching loveliness. 

On leaving the convent in which she had been 
educated, Charlotte Corday went to reside with her 
aunt, Madame Coutellier de Bretteville Gouville ; an 
old royalist lady, who inhabited an ancient looking 
house in one of the principal streets of Caen. There 
the young girl, who had inherited a little property, 
spent several years, chiefly engaged in watching the 
progress of the Revolution. The feelings of her 
father were similarly engrossed: he wrote several 
pamphlets in favour of the revolutionary principles; 
and one in which he attacked the right of primo- 
geniture. His republican tendencies confirmed 
Charlotte in her opinions; but of the deep, over- 
powering strength which those opinions acquired in 
her soul, during the long hours she daily devoted to 
meditation, no one ever knew, until a stem and 
fearful deed — more stem and fearful in one so gentle 
— ^had revealed it to all France. A silent reserve 
characterized this epoch of Charlotte Corday's life : 
her enthusiasm was not external, but inward: she 
listened to the discussions which were carried on 
around her without taking a part in them herself. 
She seemed to feel instinctively that great thoughts 
are always better nursed in the heart's solitude : that 
they can only lose their native depth and intensity 
by being revealed too freely before the indifferent 
gaze of the world. Those with whom she then occa- 
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slonaUy conversed took little heed of the substance 
of her discourse, and could remember nothing of it 
when she afterwards became celebrated; but all 
recollected well her voice, and spoke with strange 
enthusiasm of its pure, silvery sound. Like Madame 
Roland, whom she resembled in so many respects, 
Charlotte possessed this rare and great attraction ; 
and there was something so touching in her youthful 
and almost childlike utterance of heroic thoughts, 
that it affected even to tears those who heard her, 
on her trial, calmly defending herself from the in- 
famous accusations of her judges, and glorying, with 
the same low, sweet tones, in the deadly deed which 
had brought her before them. 

The fall of the Girondists, on the 31st of May, 
first suggested to Charlotte Corday the possibility of 
giving an active shape to her hitherto passive feel- 
ings. She watched with intense, though still silent, 
interest the progress of events, concealing her secret 
mdignation and thoughts of vengeance under her 
habitually calm aspect. Those feelings were height- 
ened in her soul by the presence of the fugitive 
Girondists, who had found a refuge in Caen, and 
were urging the Normans to raise an army to march 
on Paris. She found a pretence to call upon Barba- 
roux, then with his friends at the Intendance. She 
came twice, accompanied by an old servant, and pro- 
tected by her own modest dignity. P^thion saw her 
in the hall, where she was waiting for the handsome 
Girondist, and observed, with a smile, " So the 
beautiful aristocrat is come to see republicans." 
" Citizen Pethion," she replied, " you now judge me 
without knowing me, but a time will come when you 
shall learn who I am." With Barbaroux, Charlotte 
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chiefly conversed of the imprisoned Girondists; of 
Madame Roland and Marat, The name of this man 
had long haunted her with a mingled feeling of 
dread and horror. To Marat she ascribed the pro- 
scription of the Girondists, the woes of the Republic, 
and on him she resolved to avenge her ill-fated coun- 
try. Charlotte was not aware that Marat was but 
the tool of Danton and Robespierre. " If such 
actions could be counselled," afterwards said Bar- 
baroux, "it is not Marat whom we would have 
advised her to strike." 

Whilst this deadly thought was daily strengthening 
itself in Charlotte's mind, she received several offers of 
marriage. She declined them, on the plea of wishing 
to remain free : but strange indeed must have seemed 
to her, at that moment, those proposals of earthly 
love. One of those whom her beauty had enamoured, 
M. de Franquelin, a young volunteer in the cause of 
the Girondists, died of grief on learning her fate ; 
his last request was, that her portrait, and a few 
letters he had formerly received from her, might 
be buried with him in his grave. 

For several days after her last interview with 
Barbaroux, Charlotte brooded silently over her great 
thought ; often meditating on the history of Judith. 
Her aunt subsequently remembered that, on entering 
her room one morning, she found an old bible open 
on her bed : the verse in which it is recorded that 
^^ the Lord had gifted Judith with a special beauty 
and fairness," for the deliverance of Israel, was 
^underlined with a penciL 

On another occasion Madame de Bretteville found 
her niece weeping alone ; she inquired into the cause 
of her tears. " They flow," replied Charlotte, ** for 
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the miBfortanes of my country." Heroic and de- 
voted as she was, she then also wept, perchance, over 
her own youth and beauty, so soon to be sacrificed 
for ever. No personal considerations altered her re- 
solve : she procured a passport, provided herself with 
money, and paid a farewell visit to her father, to 
inform him that, considering the unsettled condition 
of France, she thought it best to retire to England. 
He approved of her intention, and bade her adieu. 
On returning to Caen, Charlotte told the same tale 
to Madame de Bretteville, left a secret provision 
for an old nurse, and distributed the little property 
she possessed amongst her friends. 

It was on the morning of the 9th of July 1793, 
that she left the house of her aunt, without 
trusting herself with a last farewell. Her most 
earnest wish was, when her deed should have been 
accomplished, to perish, wholly unknown, by the 
hands of an infuriated multitude. The woman who 
could contemplate such a fate, and calmly devote 
herself to it, without one selfish thought of future 
renown, had indeed the heroic soul of a martyr. 

Her journey to Paris was marked by no other 
event than the unwelcome attentions of some 
Jacobins with whom she travelled. One of them, 
struck by her modest and gentle beauty, made her 
a very serious proposal of marriage: she playfully 
evaded his request, but promised that he should 
learn who and what she was at some future period. 
On entering Paris she proceeded immediately to the 
Hotel de la Providence, Rue des Vieux Augustins, 
not far from Marat's dwelling. Here she rested 
for two days, before calling on her intended victim. 
Nothing can mark more forcibly the singular cahn- 
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ness of her mind : she felt no hurry to accomplish 
the deed for which she had journeyed so far, and 
over which she had meditated so deeply: her soul 
remained serene and undaunted to the last. The 
room which she occupied, and which has often been 
pointed out to inquiring strangers, was a dark and 
wretched attic, into which light scarcely ever pene- 
trated. There she read again the volume of Plu- 
tarch she had brought with her, — unwilling to part 
from her favourite author, even in her last hours, — 
and probably composed that energetic address to the 
people which was found upon her after her apprehen- 
sion. One of the first acts of Charlotte was to call 
on the Girondist, Duperret, for whom she was pro- 
vided with a letter from Barbaroux, relative to the 
supposed business she had in Paris : her real motive 
was to learn how she could see Marat. She had 
first intended to strike him in the Champ de Mars, 
on the I4th of July, the anniversary of the fall 
of the bastille, when a great and imposing ceremony 
was to take place. The festival being delayed, she 
resolved to seek him in the convention, and immolate 
him on the very siunmit of the mountain; but 
Marat was too ill to attend the meetings of the 
National Assembly: this Charlotte learned from 
Duperret. She resolved, nevertheless, to go to the 
convention, in order to fortify herself in her resolve. 
Mingling with the horde of Jacobins who crowded 
the galleries, she watched with deep attention the 
scene below. Saint Just was then urging the con- 
vention to proscribe Lanjuinais, the heroic defender 
of the Girondists, A young foreigner, a friend of 
Lanjuinais, and who stood at a short distance from 
Charlotte, noticed the expression of stern indignation 
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which gathered over her features ; until^ like one 
overpowered by her feelings and apprehensive of 
displaying them too openly, she abruptly left the 
place. Struck with her whole appearance, he fol- 
lowed her out; a sudden shower of rain, which 
compelled them to seek shelter under the same 
archway, afforded him an opportunity of entering 
into conversation with her. When she learned that 
he was a friend of Lanjuinais, she waived her re- 
serve, and questioned him with much interest con- 
cerning Madame Koland and the Girondists. She 
also asked him about Marat, with whom she said 
she had business. ** Marat is ill ; it would be better 
for you to apply to the public accuser, Fouquier 
Tinville," said the stranger. ** I do not want him 
now, but I may have to deal with him yet," she 
significantly replied. 

Perceiving that the rain did not cease, she re- 
quested her companion to procure her a conveyance ; 
he complied ; and, before parting from her, begged 
to be favoured with her name. She refused ; adding, 
however, *^You will know it before long." With 
Italian courtesy, he kissed her hand as he assisted 
her into the fiacre. She smiled, and bade him fare- 
well. 

Charlotte perceived that to call on Marat was the 
only means by which she might accomplish her 
purpose. She did so on the morning of the 13th of 
July, having first purchased a knife in the Palais 
Royal, and written him a note, in which she re- 
quested an interview. She was refused admittance. 
She then wrote him a second note, more pressing 
than the first, and in which she represented herself as 
persecuted for the cause of freedom. Without wait- 
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ing to see what effect this note might produce^ she 
called again at half-past seven the same evening. 

Marat then resided in the Rue des Cordeliers^ in 
a gloomy-looking house^ which has since been de- 
molished. His constant fears of assassination were 
shared by those around him; the porter, seeing a 
strange woman pass by his lodge without pausing to 
make any inquiry, ran out and called her back. She 
did not heed his remonstrance, but swiftly ascended 
the old stone staircase, until she had reached the 
door of Marat's apartment. It was cautiously opened 
by Albertine, a woman with whom Marat cohabited, 
and who passed for his wife. Recognising the same 
young and handsome girl who had already called on 
her husband, and animated, perhaps, by a feeling 
of jealous mistrust, Albertine refused to admit her ; 
Charlotte insisted with great earnestness. The sound 
of their altercation reached Marat ; he immediately 
ordered his wife to admit the stranger, whom he 
recognised as the author of the two letters he had 
received in the course of the day. Albertine obeyed 
reluctantly; she allowed Charlotte to enter; and, 
after crossing with her an antechamber, where she 
had. been occupied with a man named Laurent Basse 
in folding some numbers of the *^ Ami du Peuple," 
she ushered her through two other rooms, imtil they 
came to a narrow closet where Marat was then in 
a bath. He gave a look at Charlotte, and ordered 
his wife to leave them alone : she complied, but 
allowed the door of the closet to remain half open, 
and kept within call. 

According to his usual custom, Marat wore a soiled 
handkerchief bound round his head, increasing his 
natural hideousness. A coarse covering was thrown 
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across the bath ; a boards likewise placed transversely^ 
supported his papers. Laying down his pen, he asked 
Charlotte the purport of her visit. The closet was 
so narrow that she touched the bath near which she 
stood. She gazed on him with ill-disguised horror 
and disgust, but answered, as composedly as she 
could, that she had come from Caen, in order to give 
him correct intelligence concerning the proceedings 
of the Girondists there. He listened, questioned her 
eagerly, wrote down the names of the Girondists^ 
then added, with a smile of triumph: ^^ Before a 
week, they shall have perished on the guillotine.'' 
"These words," afterwards said Charlotte, ^* sealed 
his fate." Drawing from beneath the handkerchief 
which covered her bosom the knife she had kept 
there all along, she plunged it to the hilt in Marat's 
heart. He gave one loud expiring cry for help, and 
sank back dead, in the bath. By an instinctive im- 
pulse, Charlotte had instantly drawn out the knife 
from the breast of her victim, but she did not strike 
again ; casting it down at his feet, she left the closet, 
and sat down in the neighbouring room, thought- 
fully passing her hand across her brow : her task was 
done. 

The wife of Marat had rushed to his aid on hear- 
ing his cry for help. Laurent Basse, seeing that all 
was over, turned round towards Charlotte, and, with 
a blow of a chair, felled her to the floor ; whilst the 
infuriated Albertine trampled her under her feet. 
The tumult aroused the other tenants of the house ; 
the alarm spread, and a crowd gathered in the apart- 
ment, who learned with stupor that Marat, the Friend 
of the People, had been murdered. Deeper still was 
their wonder when they gazed on the murderess. She 
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stood there before them with still disordered gar- 
ments, and her dishevelled hair, loosely bound by a 
broad green ribbon falling around her ; but so calm, 
so serenely lovely, that those who most abhorred 
her crime gazed on her with involuntary admiration. 
" Was she then so beautiful ?" was the question ad- 
dressed, many years afterwards, to an old man, one 
of the few remaining witnesses of this scene. ** Beau- 
tiful!" he echoed, enthusiastically; adding, with the 
eternal regrets of old age : ** Ay, there are none such 
now I" 

The commissary of police began her interrogatory 
in the saloon of Marat's apartment. She told him her 
name, how long she had been in Paris, confessed her 
crime, and recognised the knife with which it had 
been perpetrated. The sheath was found in her 
pocket, with a thimble, some thread, money, and her 
watch. 

*^ What was your motive in assassinating^ Marat ?'* 
asked the comiseaxy. 

" To prevent a civil war," she answered. 
**Who are your accomplices?" 
** I have none." 

She was ordered to be transferred to the Abbaye, 
the nearest prison. An immense and infuriated crowd 
had gathered around the door of Marat's house ; one 
of the witnesses perceived that she would have liked 
to be delivered to this maddened multitude, and thus 
perish at once. She was not saved from their hands 
without difficulty ; her courage failed her at the sight 
of the peril she ran, and she fainted away on being 
conveyed to the fiacre. On reaching the Abbaye, 
she was questioned until midnight by Chabot and 
Drouet, two Jacobin members of the convention. 
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She answered their interrogatories with singular 
firmness; observing, in conclusion: "I have done 
my task, let others do theirs." Chabot threatened 
her with the scaffold; she answered him with a 
smile of disdain. Her behaviour until the 17th, the 
day of her trial, was marked by the same firnmess. 
She wrote to Barbaroux a charming letter, full of 
graceful wit and heroic feeling. Her playfulness 
never degenerated into levity : like that of the illus- 
trious Thomas More, it was the serenity of a mind 
whom death had no power to daunt. Speaking of 
her action, she observed, ^^ I considered that so many 
brave men need not come to Paris for the head of one 
man. He deserved not so much honour : the hand of 

a woman was enough I have never hated but 

one being, and him with what intensity I have suffi- 
ciently shown ; but there are a thousand whom I love 
still more than I hated hiuL • • . • I confess that I 
employed a perfidious artifice in order that he might 
receive me. In leaving Caen, I thought to sacrifice 
him on the pinnacle of Hhe mountain,' but he no \ 
longer went to it. In Paris they cannot understand 
how a useless woman, whose longest life could have ; 
been of no good, could sacrifice herself to save her 

country May peace be as soon established as 

I desire I A great criminal has been laid low • • • . 

the happiness of my country makes mine A 

lively imagination and a feeling heart promise but a 
stormy life ; I beseech those who might regret me 
to consider this : they will then rejoice at my fate." 
A tenderer tone marks the brief letter she addressed 
to her father on the eve of her trial and death: 
"Forgive me, my dear father," she observed, "for 
having disposed of my existence without your per- 
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mission. I have avenged many innocent victims. 
I have warded awaj many disasters. The people, 
undeceived, will one day rejoice at being delivered 
from a tyrant. If I endeavoured to persuade you 
that I was going to England, it was because I hoped 
to remain unknown: I recognised that this was 
impossible. I hope you will not be subjected to 
annoyance: you have at least defenders at Caen; 
I have chosen Gustavo Doulcet de Pont^coulant for 
mine : it is a mere matter of form. Such a deed 
allows of no defence. Farewell, my dear father. I 
beseech of you to forget me ; or, rather, to rejoice at 
my fate. I die for a good cause. I embrace my 
sister, whom I love with my whole heart. Do not 
forget the line of Comeille : 

' Le crime &it la honte, et non pas T^chafaud.* 

To-morrow at eight I am to be tried." 

On the morning of the 17th, she was led before 
her judges. She was dressed with care, and had 
never looked more lovely. Her bearing was so im- 
posing and dignified, that the spectators and the 
judges seemed to stand arraigned before her. She 
interrupted the first vritness, by declaring that it was 
she who had killed Marat. " Who inspired you with 
so much hatred against him?" asked the President. 

^^ I needed not the hatred of others, I had enough 
of my own," she energetically replied ; ** besides, we 
do not execute well that which we have not ourselves 
conceived." 

" What, then, did you hate in Marat ?" 

** His crimes." 

^^ Do you think that you have assassinated all the 
JMarats?" 
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No ; but now that he is dead, the rest may fear.'' 

She answered other questions with equal firmness 
and laconism. Her project, she declared, had been 
formed since the 31st of May. ^^ She had killed one 
man to save a hundred thousand. She was a repub*- 
lican long before the Revolution^ and had never 
failed in energy." 

** What do you understand by energy ?" asked the 
President. 

" That feeling," she replied, " which induces us 
to cast aside selfish considerations, and sacrifice our- 
selves for our country." 

Fonquier Tinville here observed, alluding to the 
sure blow she had given, that she must be well prac- 
tised in crime. ^^ The monster takes me for an 
assassin!" she exclaimed, in a tone thrilling with 
indignation. This closed the debates, and her de- 
fender rose. It was not Doulcet de Pontecoulant — 
who had not received her letter — but Chauveau de la 
Grarde, chosen by the President. Charlotte gave him 
an anxious look, as though she feared he might seek 
to save her at the expense of honour. He spoke, and 
she perceived that her apprehensions were unfounded. 
Without excusing her crime or attributing it to 
insanity, he pleaded for the fervour of her convic- 
tion ; which he had the courage to call sublime. The 
appeal proved unavailing. Charlotte Corday was 
condemned. Without deigning to answer the Presi- 
dent, who asked her if she had aught to object to the 
penalty of death being carried out against her, she 
rose, and walking up to her defender, thanked him 
gracefully. '^ These gentlemen," said she, pointing 
to the judges, ** have just informed me that the whole 
of my property is confiscated. I owe something in 
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the prison : as a proof of my friendship and esteem^ I 
request you to pay this little debt," 

On returning to the conciergerie, she found an 
artist, named Hauer, waiting for her, to finish her 
portrait, which he had begun at the Tribunal They 
conversed freely together, until the executioner, 
carrying the red chemise destined for assassins, and 
the scissors with which he was to cut her hair off, 
made his appearance. " What, so soon I " exclaimed 
Charlotte Corday, slightly turning pale ; but rallying 
her courage, she resumed her composure, and pre- 
sented a lock of her hair to M, Hauer, as the only 
reward in her power to offer. A priest came to offer 
her his ministry. She thanked him and the persons 
by whom he had been sent, but declined his spiritual 
aid. The executioner cut her hair, bound her hands, 
and threw the red chemise over her. M. Hauer was 
struck with the almost unearthly loveliness which the 
crimson hue of this garment imparted to the iU-fated 
maiden. ^^This toilet of death, though performed 
by rude hands, leads to immortality," said Charlotte,^) 
with a smile. '"i' 

A heavy storm broke forth as the car of the con- 
demned left the conciergerie for the Place de la 
Revolution. An immense crowd lined every street 
through which Charlotte Corday passed. Hootings 
and execrations at first rose on her path ; but as her 
pure and serene beauty dawned on the multitude, as 
the exquisite loveliness of her countenance and the 
sculptural beauty of her figure became more folly 
revealed, pity and admiration superseded every other 
feeling. Her bearing was so admirably calm and 
dignified, as to rouse sympathy in the breasts of those 
who detested not only her crime, but the cause for 
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which it had been committed Many men of every 
party took off their hats and bowed as the cart passed 
before them. Amongst those who waited its approach^ 
was a young German^ named Adam Luz, who stood 
at the entrance of the Rue Saint Honore, and followed 
Charlotte to the scaffold* He gazed on the lovely and 
heroic maiden with aU the enthusiasm of his imagina- 
tive race. A love, unexampled perhaps in the history 
of the human heart, took possession of his soul. Not 
one wandering look of *^ those beautiful eyes, which 
revealed a soul as intrepid as it was tender," escaped 
him. Every earthly grace so soon to perish in death, 
every trace of the lofty and immortal spirit, filled him 
with bitter and intoxicating emotions unknown till 
then. ** To die for her ; to be struck by the same 
hand ; to feel in death the same cold axe which had 
severed the angelic head of Charlotte ; to be united 
to her in heroism, freedom, love, and death, was now 
the only hope and desire of his heart." 

Unconscious of the passionate love she had awa- 
kened, Charlotte now stood near the guillotine. 
She turned pale on first beholding it, but soon re- 
sumed her serenity. A deep blush suffused her face 
when the executioner removed the handkerchief that 
covered her neck and shoulders, but she calmly laid 
her head upon the block. The executioner touched 
a spring, and the axe came down. One of Samson's 
assistants immediately stepped forward, and holding 
up the lifeless head to the gaze of the crowd, struck it 
on either cheek. The brutal act only excited a feel- 
ing of horror ; and it is said that — ^as though even in 
death her indignant spirit protested against this out- 
rage — an angry and crimson flush passed over the 
features of Charlotte Corday. 
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A few days after her execution^ Adam Luz pub- 
lished a pamphlet; in which he enthusiastically praised 
her deed, and proposed that a statue, with the in- 
scription "Greater than Brutus," should be 
erected to her memory on the spot where she had 
perished. He was arrested and thrown into prison. 
On entering the Abbaye, he passionately exclaimed : 
*' I am going to die for her 1" His wish was fiiMlled 
ere long. 

Strange feverish times were those which could rouse 
a gentle and lovely maiden to avenge freedom by such 
a deadly deed ; which could waken in a human heart a 
love whose thoughts were not of life or earthly bliss, 
but of the grave and the scaffold. Let the times, then, 
explain those natures, where so much evil and heroism 
are blended that man cannot mark the limits between 
both. Whatever judgment may be passed upon her, 
the character of Charlotte Corday was certainly not 
cast in an ordinary mould. It is a striking and noble 
trait, that to the last she did not repent : never was 
error more sincere. If she could have repented, she 
would never have become guilty. 

Her deed created an extraordinary impression 
throughout France. On hearing of it, a beautiful 
royalist lady fell down on her knees and invoked 
** Saint Charlotte Corday." The republican Madame 
Koland calls her a heroine worthy of a better age. 
The poet, Andre Chenier — who, before a year had 
elapsed, followed her on the scaffold — sang her 
heroism in a soul-stirring strain. 

The political influence of that deed may be esti- 
mated by the exclamation of Vergniaud : " She kills us, 
but she teaches us how to die!" It was so. The 
assassination of Marat exasperated all his fanatic 
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partisans against the Girondists. Almost divine 
honours were paid to his memory ; forms of prayer 
were addressed to him; altars were erected to his 
honour^ and nimiberless victims sent to the scaffold 
as a peace-offering to his manes. On the wreck of 
his popularity rose the far more dangerous power of 
Kobespierre : a new impulse was given to the Reign 
of Terror, Such was the ** peace ** which the erring 
and heroic Charlotte Corday won for France. 
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CHAPTER VL 
mabie-antoinette's captivity, tbial, and 

DEATH. 

Mabie- Antoinette had been incarcerated ten 
months, when Madame Roland was thrown into 
prison. The queen and the republican inspirer of 
the Gironde had met a like fate. The scaffold, 
which awaited them both, was to complete the re-^1 
semblance between their destinies. ^'^^ ^ 

Well known as are the details of the captivity 
of the royal family in the temple, they cannot 
be omitted here. We have seen the queen in 
her prosperity, it is fitting to behold her in mis- 
fortune. In reading once more that sad history, it 
will perhaps be found easier to understand how, 
notwithstanding her errors, Marie-Antoinette has 
left a name to which, through all the changes of | 
political creeds, pity and admiration will ever ding. 

The Temple, to which the royal family were trans- 
ferred after the 10th of August, was an old, gloomy 
building, erected and inhabited by the Knights- 
Templar of the middle ages. It stood in a walled 
enclosure, of which the gates were shut every night. 
Debtors foimd a safe reftige in this place, which 
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their creditors had no power to invade; but their 
presence^ and the narrow streets and low dwellings 
in which they lived, rendered this little neighbour- 
hood very mean and unhealthy. " The tower,** 
observes Clfijy, in his narrative, ** is about a hun- 
dred and fifty feet high, and consists of four stories ; j 
to this place it was that Louis and his unfortunate 
family were removed. The bastille presented nothing 
of equal horror : around the foot of the tower was 
dug a wide deep ditch, and the part of the garden 
reserved for the walk of the august prisoners was 
enclosed by an immensely high wall; the doors, 
which were made of iron, were so low and so narrow, 
that it was necessary to bend double and move 
sideways to pass the threshold; scarcely any light 
was suffered to enter through the mndows, from the 
slanting screens which were placed over them, and 
the thick iron bars with which they were secured." 

Louis XVL accepted this sudden change of for- 
tune with his usual resignation ; his pious sister, as a 
trial sent by Heaven ; Marie- Antoinette, with sub- 
dued and silent indignation. The first few days 
of their captivity were not, however, the most pain- 
ful the royal prisoners had to pass. Hope had not 
deserted them yet: the success of the foreign 
armies would have delivered them. In that success 
they believed, not without some show of reason; 
for the untaught bravery of French plebeians had 
not yet been tested on the field of battle. The first 
deep grief of Marie- Antoinette was her separation 
from the Princess of Lamballe ; who was torn from 
her arms at dead of night, and transferred to La 
Force, in order to be murdered a few days later 
by the Septembriseurs. The proclamation of the 
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Republic on the 2 let of September showed the king 
and his family that, from France at least, they had 
no more to hope : their part was over there for ever. 
The Princess of Lamballe, and the few devoted 
attendants who had followed the royal family to the 
temple, were replaced by a rude man named Tison 
and his wife. This woman, whose mind was in an 
imsettled state, treated the prisoners with alternate 
harshness and pity: she sometimes professed her- 
self devoted to the queen, and offered to serve her ; 
until, alarmed for her own safety, she suddenly be- 
trayed and accused her. Simon, a shoemaker, and 
Boucher, a saddler, shared the office of gaoler, and 
took a cruel and cowardly pleasure in tormenting 
their captives. They menaced and insulted the 
king, addressed the princesses with familiarity and 
arrogance, compelled them to listen to their disgust- 
ing and threatening language, and repeatedly tor- 
tured them by throwing out intimations that Louis 
XYL should ere long be separated from them, in 
order that they might behold their tears, and receive 
their entreaties. 

These menaces were once carried into execution. 
The king was abruptly separated from his family; 
but the despair of the queen was so overwhelming 
and so deep, her threats of allowing herself to die 
of himger, if this barbarous separation were persisted 
in, so vehement, as to soften even Simon, and make 
him shed tears. Notwithstanding the order of the 
Commune to the contrary, he assumed the responsi- 
bility of allowing Louis XVL to take his meals with 
his family : this favour was, fortunately, not revoked. 
Another indulgence, almost as great, was that the 
faithful Clery was allowed to remain with the king: 
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he proved both a servant and a friend. The life 
of the royal family had all the monotony without 
the seclusion of captivity. Watched on every side, 
they could scarcely hold any real communication with 
one another. The king rose early^ and prayed and 
read until nine, at which time he met his family at 
breakfast. When this meal was over, C16ry combed 
out the hair of the princesses, whilst Louis in- 
structed his son, chiefly in geography. At twelve, the 
whole family went down to the dreary garden which 
lay at the foot of their prison. They were followed, 
even there, by insults ; which changed these hours of 
freedom into hours of punishment. The distant 
windows which overlooked the temple were, how- 
ever, often thronged with sympathizing friends, 
whose looks and gestures of pity and love cheered 
the royal captives. At two, they went up to din- 
ner ; this meal was embittered by the presence of 
their gaolers, who checked everything like freedom 
and confidence. Notwithstanding the severity with 
which they were watched, the prisoners, however, 
found means to hold some intercourse with their 
friends, and even to learn the news. Paid news- 
venders passed under the windows of the temple, 
and, whilst appearing to hawk their papers, con- 
trived to let the king know their contents. The 
princesses worked and read during the afternoon. 
** In the evening," relates C16ry, ** the family sat 
round a table, whilst the queen read to them from 
books of history, or other instructive works. Often, 
and unexpectedly, she met with narratives of events 
that bore too great a resemblance to their fate. 
These would give birth to the most melancholy 
reflections : Madame Elizabeth was then obliged to. 
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take up the book. The reading generally continued 
until eighty when I gave the dauphin his supper: 
the queen always heard him say his prayers." 

The gaolers maxiifested more severity towards 
their prisoners as the days of their captivity in- 
creased. The princesses were compelled to mend 
their own clothes^ those of the king and of the chil- 
dren, to sweep the floors of their prison, and perform 
many menial offices. But it was chiefly the cease- 
less insults and annoyances to which they were sub- 
jected that embittered their lot. These outrages 
were, however, seldom directed to the queen. Her 
imposing dignity awed even Roucher and Simon, 
if not into respect, at least into silence. Their gross 
provocations were addressed to the king and his 
gentle sister, who endured everything with heroic 
patience. Calmly resigned to her fate, Madame 
Elizabeth might often be seen kneeling in prayer at 
the foot of her bed. She would remain there for 
hours in the same attitude, serene and beautiful, like 
a being of another and a better world. 

This pious resignation formed no part of the cha- 
racter of Marie- Antoinette : in her it would have 
been unnatural. She could not and would not 
forget that she had been a queen; that she was 
now a captive; that the fate of Charles the First 
awaited her husband: what fate awaited her, her 
children, and the devoted sister who shared their 
prison, she knew not. In this agony she was sus- 
tained by pride; for the love she bore to those 
around her could only bow her down with despair 
and grief: it was for them that she suffered, and 
over their destiny that she wept and brooded during 
the live-long nights of her captivity : nights seldom 
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refreshed by sleep. Love had no power to soothe 
the sorrows it had caused^ but pride could enable her 
to bear them^ if not with passive patience^ at least 
with dignity. Such pride was not all to be con- 
demned; for what was it but the last protest of a 
heroic soul against fate and man's injustice ? 

The fascination which Marie- Antoinette had so 
long exercised on all those who approached her, did 
not vanish with rank and power. Her fading love- 
liness, faded by grief more than by years, had an 
eloquence beyond the freshness of youthful beauty. 
An injured queen, and a suffering wife and mother, 
commanded both respect and sympathy. She in- 
spired still deeper feelings in two men named Toulan 
and Lepitre. They devoted themselves to her cause, 
planned escapes for the royal family, favoured their 
correspondences with their friends, aod did all that 
the most passionate enthusiasm could inspire. This 
lasted for a considerable length of time, but the wife 
of Tison at length betrayed them, and Toulan was 
taken and executed. Oppressed with remorse, the 
wretched woman fell dangerously ilL The queen 
and Madame Elizabeth, touched at the excess of her 
grief, not only forgave her, but attended her during 
her illness. The hopes which the devotedness of 
Toulan — and his was not a solitary instance — had 
inspired for a moment, vanished in the heart of 
Marie- Antoinette, as the trial of her husband came 
on. One thought alone now absorbed, haunted her 
mind. The serene resignation of the king, which 
compelled her to subdue the expression of her grief, 
added to its bitterness. Of a passionate and vehe- 
ment nature, she was not made for an ever-silent 
agony. She sought not, like her husband, to check 
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her sorrow: she only had power over its external 
tokens^ and this inward and ceaseless struggle added 
to the fever which consumed her existence. 

As long as the trial lasted^ the royal family were 
forbidden to see the king ; they would have learned 
none of the details of the trial itself^ but for the 
zeal and ingenious stratagems of Clery: through 
his means they were even able to correspond with 
Louis XVI. With more grief than surprise they 
learned that he was condemned ; and now their last 
despairing thought was^ ^^ should they see him once 
more?" They were not refused this final consolation. 
At half-past eight on the evening of the 20th 
January 1793^ the king once more beheld his family. 
As the door of his apartment opened^ the queen and 
her son entered first, Madame Elizabeth and the 
young princess followed. They all four alternately 
clasped him in their arms with convulsive sobs and 
bursts of grief, which lasted for more than half an 
hour. The king at length sat down; the queen 
placed herself on his left, Madame Elizabeth on his 
right, and his children before him and between his 
knees. Although the room in which they sat had a 
glass door, through which commissaries could behold 
all that passed, ^ey could not hear what the king 
said. He spoke purposely in a low tone, but the 
horrified gestures of Marie- Antoinette showed that 
the whole of the truth had not until then been re- 
vealed to her. The bearing of Louis XVI. was 
admirably calm, tender, and subdued, during the 
whole of this trying scene. An hour and three 
quarters had thus elapsed, when the king rose to 
part from his family. He slowly advanced with 
them towards the door. The queen and the dauphin 
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were on his right. Madame Elizabeth leaned on her 
brother's left shoulder^ Madame Boyale held her 
father, clasped around the waist; they spoke not, 
but the whole room was filled with the sound of 
their tears and lamentations. ** I assure you," said 
Louis, " tjiat I will see you again at eight to-morrow 
morning." "You promise it?** they aU exclaimed. 
** Yes, I promise,'* he replied. " Why not at seven ?" 
asked the queen. ** Let it be at seven then," said 
her husband ; " farewell 1 " he then added, in a tone so 
solemn and so deep, that his daughter, as if with a 
consciousness of the truth, fainted away at his feet. 
With one more embrace, the king tore himself from 
them. 

The agony of that night was softened to Marie- 
Antoinette by the thought that she should see her 
husband again on the morrow ; but seven and eight 
o'clock struck, and she received no summons to meet 
the king : it was Louis himself that had declined the 
interview, lest it should prove too trying for those he 
loved. The whole of that dreadftd day was spent by 
Marie- Antoinette in long fainting fits, only inter- 
rupted by bursts of agonizing grief. Time, which 
subdued the expression of her sorrow, could not 
change its nature. A sort of despairing resignation 
took possession of her soul : she had ceased to hope, 
and she now felt like one for whom the struggle of 
life was henceforth over. Although the gaolers in- 
formed her that she could resume the walks in the 
garden, which had for some time been interdicted, 
she reftised to do so. The mere thought of passing 
before the door of the king's apartment filled her 
with horror. Lest, however, the health of her 
children should suffer from this confinement, she 
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consented, after several weeks' seclusion, to walk 

with them on the platform of the tower. It was 

immediately surrounded with high boards, in order 

j that no friendly look might reach the queen even 

there. 

The comparative leniency with which, the royal 
family had been treated after the death of the king, 
ceased abruptly on the fall of the Girondists. It was 
then decided that the queen should be tried, and that 
the dauphin should previously be taken from her. 
The officers of the convention who came to execute 
this barbarous order met with unexpected resistance. 
Casting away every feeling of queenly dignity or 
silent pride, the mother placed herself before the bed 
of her son, and vehemently declared that, though 
they might kill her, they should not touch her child. 
For two hours she defended him against all their 
efforts. They at length threatened to kill him in 
her arms if she resisted any longer. Upon this she 
embraced him, dressed him, and weepingly delivered 
him up. The unhappy and innocent child was 
handed over to the shoemaker, Simon: his mother 
never saw him again. Through the slits of the 
boards which surrounded the platform of her tower, 
she sometimes, after hours of watching, caught 
distant glimpses of him on the platform of the tower 
where he was confined, but that was all. 

Although she did not know every detail of the 
tortures Simon inflicted on the young prince, the 
queen knew enough to render her life inexpressibly 
bitter. But her sufferings were drawing to a close. 
, At two in ihe morning on the 2nd of August, Marie- 
Antoinette was abruptly wakened by the entrance, 
in her apartment, of two municipal officers, who read 
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her the decree of the Convention, authorizing them 
to convey her to the conciei^erie, where she was 
to await her trial She heard them without either 
sorrow or surprise ; Madame Elizabeth and the young 
princess vainly entreated to be allowed to accompany 
the queen: their prayers and tears remained un- 
heeded. Marie- Antoinette was compelled to rise 
and dress before these men: they even searched her, t' 
taking away all the little jewels and trifling articles 
still in her possession. They only left her a pocket 
handkerchief and a vinaigrette, in case she should 
faint whilst in their custody. It was with difficulty 
that she persuaded them to let her take a change of 
linen. When her preparations were over, she turned 
towards her sister and her child, embraced them 
tenderly, and bade them farewelL She recommended 
her daughter to the care of Madame Elizabeth, and 
requested Madame Boyale to obey her aunt as if she 
were her mother. Not daring to trust herself with 
another look, she then hastened down-stairs ; so rapidly 
that she forgot to stoop in passing beneath the low 
door, and struck her head with some force against it. 
One of the municipal officers asked if she had hurt 
herself. ** Oh, no 1 " she mournfully replied, " nothing 
can hurt me now." 

She entered the hackney-coach whidi waited for 
her in the yard, carrying under her arm the little 
bundle of things she had been allowed to take. The 
cell of the conciergerie into which the queen was 
thrown on her arrival was the worst in the prison. 
General Custine, who preceded her to the scaffold, 
had been removed from it in order that it might be 
given to her : it was several steps lower than the 
yard, from which it received air and light, through a 
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narrow grated window ; a miserable bed, a deal tabl^ 
a wooden box, and two straw-bottomed chairs, were 
all the furniture it contained. The damp stone walk, 
and the close atmosphere of this gloomy abode, made 
. it resemble a cellar more than a place destined to 
/ receive any human being. Yet this was to be the 
; last dwelling of a woman and a queen ! This room 
was entered through an antechamber, in which two 
gendarmes with naked swords were placed; their 
orders were to keep the door which led from one 
room into the other always open, and not to lose sight 
of Marie- Antoinette even in her sleep. The gaolers 
of the conciergerie, Richard and his wife, — notwith- 
standing the strictness of their orders, — ^treated the 
illustrious captive with much kindness. Instead of 
the coarse prison fare, Madame Sichard gave the 
queen wholesome and delicate food prepared by her- 
self; she introduced a little comfort into her ceU, and, 
diverting the attention of the gendarmes by ingenious 
stratagems, secretly gave her news of Madame Eliza- 
beth and her children. This worthy woman carried 
her devotedness so far as to seek to favour the 
queen's escape. She introduced, for this purpose, 
Michonis and the Chevalier de Rougeville into 
her prison. The chevalier gave Marie- Antoinette 
a flower which contained a note offering her men 
and money ; she was unfortunately surprised in the 
act of reading it. The two devoted men and Richard . 
and his wife were immediately arrested and thrown 
into prison: with them vanished the queen's la^ 
hope of safety. 

The dangerous office of softening the captivity of 
the queen was, nevertheless, eagerly sought by M. • 
and Madame Bault, formerly gaolers of La Force. 
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They rivalled the devotedness of Richard^ whom 
they succeeded in the post of gaolers of the oon- 
ciergerie: although her orders were to give her 
prisoner only bread and water^ Madame £ault» 
following the example of her predecessor, carefully 
prepared her food. Marie- Antoinette never drank 
wine, but the Seine water did not agree with her ; 
Madame Bault, accordingly, procured her the pure 
water of Arcueuil, which had been her favourite 
beverage in Trianoiu Many persons from with- 
out, who were allowed to visit their imprisoned 
relatives, took this opportunity of forwarding little 
delicacies to the fallen queen ; the women of the 
Halle, who had formerly been the purveyors of the 
\ . royal family, privately sent her presents of their 
fruits and flowers. It wafi not without much peril 
\ to herself that Madame Bault procured her prisoner 
these indulgences: her husband was once severely 
reprimanded for having hung the damp walls of 
Marie- Antoinette's dungeon with an old piece of 
tapestry; his daughter was, however, allowed to 
help the prisoner to make her bed, and clear up 
her room ; she also combed the captive's hair every 
morning, and mended the scanty supply of linen, and 
the two old gowns, to which the wardrobe of the 
queen of France was now reduced. 

The two months which elapsed from the 2nd of 
August to the 14th of October, when she appeared 
before the Revolutionary Tribunal, were spent by 
Marie-Antoinette in passive endurance. Gifted with 
a mind of great energy, with more llian common 
j»ride, and with the keenest susceptibilities to wrong 
and insult, how intense must have been the past 
sufferings which could reduce her passionate and 
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impulsive nature to a state of comparative apathy. 
The gendarmes who watched her often saw her 
weeping, as she knelt in prayer at the foot of the 
bed; oftener still she sat listlessly near the high 
window, from which a faint ray of Hght came down 
on her pale face, and emaciated figure : the mourning 
she wore made her look more wan and desolate still. 
/-But, though broken hearted, the queen was not sub- 
; dued; and this it is that justifies her pride and 
ennobles it into something sublime: for hers was 
not the pride to which rank, power, or circmnstance 
give birth, and which falls with them. Marie-Antoi- 
nette valued these things whilst they were hers, but 
hey formed no part of her nature : they left her, but 
she was herself still: she was the queen, even in 
her dungeon ; more truly royal within those gloomy 
walls than when surrounded by the splendours of 
ersailles. 

On the 14th of October, Marie-Antoinette was 
summoned before the tribunal, held in the adjoining 
Palais de Justice. She was meanly clad, but with 
evident attention to neatness and decency ; her bear- 
ing was calm and dignified : she heard with indifie- 
rence the long act of accusation read by Fonquier 
Tinville, who asserted that the crimes attributed to 
Messalina, Brunehault, Fredegonde, and Catherine 
of Medicii were far surpassed by those committed by 
the widow Capet. She was charged with having 
dilapidated the finances, with plotting against the 
nation, with having caused a famine, and various 
other political offences. Her replies were laconic 
and composed. Submitting to events she could not 
control, she entered into no useless and indignant 
protest against the past ; she also avoided com- 
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promising her own life and tte safety of her friends 
by any imprudent defiance: to bear patiently had 
become her lot. One of her motives for taking this 
line of conduct was that such had been the course 
adopted by Louis XYI. Jealous of his honour, she 
did not wish to be contrasted with him to his disad- 
vantage. The most infamous accusation against her . 
was that of Hebert ; who asserted that she had de- 
praved her own child, the dauphin. Marie- Antoinette 
disdained to make any answer. One of the jury having 
pressed her to reply, she turned towards the crowd, 
her countenance lit up by scorn and indignant majesty, 
merely saying, ** I appeal to all the mothers present." 
The mothers who heard her then were the furious 
Tricotteuses, who daily accompanied victims to the 
scaffold ; but even they had not so far given up all 
the feelings of womanhood, as to remain insensible 
to such an appeal, and a murmur of horror and 
indignation against Hubert ran throughout the court. ' 
When all the accusations against her had been heard, 
Marie- Antoinette was asked if she had anything 
to say : she answered, " I was a queen, and you took 
away my crown ; a wife, and you killed my husband ; 
a mother, and you deprived me of my children ; my 
blood alone remains: take it, but do not make me 
suffer long." Chauveau de la Garde and Tronson 
du Coudray, her defenders, were then heard; but 
their noble and courageous efforts remained una- 
vailing. 

At four o'clock, on the morning of the 16th, she 
was condemned to die. She heard her sentence with 
that admirable dignity and self-possession which had 
never deserted her since the beginning of her trial 
on the 14th; although, with a barbarity worthy of 
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them, her judges had refused to let her retire, eren 
tor one moment's rest, and scarcely allowed her any^ 
food, in the hope of subduing her courage with her 
physical strength. Once, feeling yery thirsty, she 
asked for some water; no one dared to bring her any, 
until she repeated her request, when an officer of 
the gendarmes, unable to resist the impulse, brought 
her a glass : he lost his post for this simple act of 
humanity. 

When the President of the Tribunal asked her if 
she had any objection to make to her sentence, the 
queen rose, disdaining to reply. The fierce applause 
which followed heir out of the court could not disturb 
her proud composure. She retired to the concier- 
gene, and, having obtained writing materials, ad- 
dressed to Madame Elizabeth a last letter — which 
never reached her. In this letter she recommended 
her orphan children to her sister's care, fervently 
blessing them and her; protesting that she died in the 
faith of her fathers, and freely forgiving her enemies. 
She then threw herself on her bed, and slept for two 
hours. A constitutional priest was sent to her, but 
she decUned his ministry, 

" Your death," he began, " is going to expiate ** 

'' Faults, not crimes," she interrupted. 

Two other constitutional priests who attended her 
proved equally unsuccessfal. She refused to hear 
them, and prayed alone. After resting sufficiently, 
the queen rose, cut her hair, and dressed herself 
careftiDy. At eleven the executioner came, bound 
her hands, and led her to the cart. She sub- 
mitted silently, heedless of all that passed around 
her, and of the representations of the priest at her 
side. 
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It is said, and on good authority,* — though the fact 
has not, we believe, been alluded to by any historian — 
that the men who had not thought the accusations of 
Hubert too infamous for the queen, conceived the 
project of degrading her death, by causing her to be 
judged and to perish between two courtesans confined 
in the same prison with her. They boasted of their 
plan until it came to the knowledge of the women 
concerned in it; who, degraded as they were, felt 
and resented the intended infamy : they both de- 
clared, with the greatest energy, that if the project 
were carried into effect, they would, even on the 
scaffold and in the face of the people^ fall down at the 
feet of the queen, and publicly implore her foi^ivenesa 
for being compelled to die with her. Alarmed at the 
effect such a scene might produce, the projectors of 
this infamous plan abandoned it reluctantly. / 

It was little more than eleven when the cart which 
contained the queen left the conciergerie, yet she did 
not reach the Place de la Revolution until half-past 
twelve. During all that time she was subjected to 
the continued hootings and insults of the populace. 
Her firmness never forsook her; but the crimson 
flushes and the deadly paleness which rapidly suc- 
ceeded each other on her cheeks, revealed the intense 
agony she endured. The cart was compelled to stop 
opposite the church of St Roch, in order that the 
dense crowd assembled on the steps might obtain a 
better view of their victim. Overcome by her feel- 
ings, the queen bowed down her head for a moment. 
It was observed that, as she passed along the Rue St. 
Honore, she looked at the republican inscriptions and 
tricolor flags of the houses with evident curiosity : 

* Lemontey : (Euvres, yoL i. p. 280. 
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another interpretation placed on this incident, is, 
that the queen was watching for a signal, which 
was to reveal to her the house where a non-juring 
priest awaited her passage, in order to give her 
absolution. 

The countenance of Marie- Antoinette exhibited the 
greatest emotion when, on entering the Place de la 
Revolution, she beheld the palace and gardens of the 
Tuileries : but she soon resumed her calmness, and, 
aided by the priest and the executioner, quickly as- 
cended the scaffold. In doing so, she trod by chance 
on the foot of Sanson ; he uttered an exclamation of 
pain. "Forgive me," she gently said. Her bearing 
in that solemn moment was an impressive union of 
calmness and dignity, as all the eye-witnesses of this 
scene — one of whom we know personally — ^have testi-* 
fied. She was attired in a narrow dress of white pique; 
a close white cap could not entirely conceal her hair, \ 
long since blanched by grief. Scarcely any traces " " 
now remained of her once dazzling loveliness ; but her O' 
features, though thin and pale, were still majestic ; a 
deep red circle surrounded her eyes, and betrayed the 
ceaseless weeping of her latter years. Thus changed, 
from the gay, beautiful vision they had enthusiastically 
welcomed twenty-three years before, the widowed 
queen of France now stood on a scaffold before her 
people. She knelt and prayed for a few seconds in 
a low tone, then rose and calmly delivered herself 
over to the executioner. When her head had fallen 
beneath the knife of the guillotine, he held it up, and 
walked round the scaffold showing it to the people, 
and shouting in a loud tone, ** Vive la Republique.** 
The crowd caught up the cry, which filled the whole 
place. 
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Thus perished, in her thirty-seventh year, the 
widow of the greatest king in Europe. The daugh- 
ter of Maria-Theresa, though less fortunate, was not 
less heroic than her mother. Her whole history, 
and the severest judgment against her, may be sum- 
med up in her own words — "Faults, not crimes.'* 
Her errors were those of her judgment, never of her 
heart. Had she survived the Revolution, she would, 
however, have been judged with more severity. His- 
tory would have asked her to account for her hus- 
band's fall and death, and she has only escaped this 
reproach by sharing his destiny. There are few tasks 
more difficult than that of speaking historically of 
MaHe-^Slatoihette. So much of all that the human 
heart pities and reveres is blended with her name, 
that those shades in her character which, from her 
position, produced consequences so fatal are well 
nigh forgotten. We cannot speak of the light and 
frivolous queen, without thinking of the pale prisoner 
of the Temple and the Conciergerie : and it seems 
strange harshness to dwell on indiscretions of temper 
and conduct, destined to be expiated by years of 
weeping anguish and death on a scaffold. 

Whatever were the errors of Marie- Antoinette, 
her enemies, by immolating her, have done much to 
efface them. Their stem policy might deem the death 
of the king necessary, but, from the moment she be- 
came a widow, the queen was a conquered foe, whom 
it was impolitic and base to sacrifice. Animated by 
an imworthy spirit of vengeance, they could not rest 
until they had obtained her life. The Revolution felt 
truly that Marie- Antoinette had been its most un- 
relenting opponent ; and, for this, it doomed her to 
perish : so inveterate had been the struggle between 
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them^ that a whole nation did not disdain to avenge 
itself on a woman. But the vengeance, thus cowardly 
taken, recoiled for ever, and is an eternal reproach^ 
on those who had not the magnanimity to forgive. 

Nothing is more characteristic of Marie- Antoinette 
than her attitude during her last hours. When they 
parted, her mother had said to her, ^* Think of me in 
the time of sorrow or danger." That time had come ; 
and, mindful of her words, her daughter seemed to 
have gathered to her aid all the pride of her race. 
She wrapped herself in a silent reserve ; disdaining 
to hold converse with those who might conquer, but 
could not subdue her. At the tribunal, her fingers 
wandered idly over the arm of her chair, as if she 
were touching the keys of some musical instrument. 
She looked abstracted during the whole time^in-* 
different when her sentence was read. The constitu- 
tional priests could draw nothing save monosyllables 
from her. She was not haughty, defiant, or despair- 
ing : her bearing cannot be characterized as that of 
the queen or the woman. With worldly pomp or 
pride she had long done, and her mother's feelings 
slept in her heart far beyond human ken. She for- 
gave her enemies; but more, perhaps, from proud dis- 
dain than because the heavenly peace of mercy had 
descended into her souL A stern resolve to accom- 
plish her fate unshrinkingly, sustained her through 
her last bitter trial Periiaps the old thought: 
** History awaits us 1" haunted her even then. She 
made not one effort to soften the crowd ; she spoke 
not a word for her justification : she perished un- 
yielding, and proudly silent to the last. 
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CHAPTER VIL 

MADAME ROLAND: HER CAPTIVITY, TRIAL AKD 

DEATH. 

As the heroines of the Bevolution pass before us in 
succession, it is sad to perceive how the great, the 
beautiful, and the gifted seem to have had but one 
destiny — the prison and the scaffold. Was that, 
then, the bourne to which the lofty heroism of 
Marie- Antoinette, the sacrificial ftiror of Charlotte 
Corday, and the enthusiasm and genius of Madame 
Roland alike tended? Did heroism, beauty, and 
devotedness deserve no better fate ? 

But this similarity of destiny implied no similarity 
of feeling or character. Even Charlotte Corday differs 
widely from Madame Roland, herself so different from 
Marie- Antoinette. The most opposite actions led to 
the same result : every page in the history of those 
evil times is equally stained with blood. We left 
Madame Roland as she entered the Abbaye, a cap- 
tive ; we have now to follow her to the scaffold. 

Less affected by her arrest than by the fate of 
the party with whom she fell, Madame Roland was 
absorbed by the cries and tumult of the streets; which 
reached even her remote celL She listened with 
a beating heart to every sound, and waited with 
feverish anxiety for the evening's news. It came, 
but brought no dedaive tidings ; overpowered with 
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fatigue, she sank at length into a heavy slumber. The 
next morning she read in the journal, which the 
gaoler brought her, the decree of arrest against the 
twenty-two Girondists. The paper fell from her 
hands: "My country is lost!" she passionately ex- 
claimed ; and she bade a last and bitter farewell to 
those hopes of happiness and sublime illusions which 
her soul had cherished so long. 

But if she abandoned enthusiastic dreams, her faith 
in truth and virtue remained unshaken. No disaster 
could disturb the serenity of her soul — no fear subdue 
its energy. Her mode of life in her prison was regu- 
lated and composed : political agitation had vanished ; 
she seemed to have gone back to the pure and happy 
days of her youth, securely spent beneath her father's 
humble roof. She made every necessary effort to 
procure her freedom: she wrote to the assembly, 
protesting against her illegal arrest; she sent re- 
monstrances to the sections ; but when these efforts 
remained unavailing, she betrayed neither despon- 
dency nor surprise. Her first care was to procure a 
few books : Thomson, Plutarch, and Tacitus soothed 
and fortified her soul. When she felt wearied with 
thought and solitude, she relaxed her mind by draw- 
ing. Flowers, with which the few friends who still 
visited her in her adversity provided her, filled her 
gloomy cell with their fragrance and beauty, and 
appeased her captive's longing for that loveliness of 
nature which was never more to bless her yearning 
heart. 

After a captivity of twenty-four days, Madame 
Boland was unexpectedly released. The order for 
her liberation stated that there was nothing against 
her. She left her cell in the Abbaye — ^which was 
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afterwards tenanted by two kindred spirits, Brissot 
and Charlotte Corday — ^and hastened home with a 
heart full of joj. Scarcely had she passed the 
threshold of her dwelling when she was again ap- 
prehended. Her release was only owing to the per- 
severing hatred of her enemies ; her first apprehen- 
sion being grossly illegal^ they took this method 
of securing their victim. Madame Roland^ without 
being even allowed to embrace her child^ was im- 
mediately conveyed to Sainte-P^lagie, the prison 
usually awarded to women of dissolute life. The 
son of her landlady was afterwards sent to the 
guillotine for having protested against her apprehen- 
sion. The shock she thus experienced proved at 
first too much for the fortitude of Madame Boland. 
Her soul for several days remained overwhelmed 
with grief; but she gradually regained her com- 
posure, and felt almost indignant at her previous 
weakness. She now freely made the sacrifice of her 
life, which she perceived was forfeited to the hatred 
of her foes ; but she resolved to use nobly whatever 
of it was still left, and with that independence of 
her faculties '^ which a strong soul preserves even 
in chains, and which disappoints the most eager 
foes."* 

The sufferings of Madame Boland, in her new 
prison, were at first very severe. She was com- 
pelled to inhabit a narrow cell, where her ears 
were constantly assailed by the infamous language 
of the neighbouring prostitutes. The compassion of 
Madame Bonchaud, the gaoler's wife, softened her 
captivity. Her room was exchanged for another. 
She was allowed the enjoyment of comforts, and 

* Memoirs, p. 202, vol. ii. 



222 WOMAN IN FBANCE. 

even of a few luxuries : a jeaeamine hid the bars of 
her window, and a hired piano beguiled the tedious* 
ness of her prison hours. But the kindness she 
experienced did not blind her to her ultimate fate : 
for that fate she now prepared, bj beginning her 
'* Memoirs" on the 9th of August 1793. 

The enemies of Madame Roland had long assailed 
her private and public character with the coarsest 
and most calumnious imputations. She resolved to 
lay bare her life from childhood to the present hour, 
and thus solenmly appeal from the judgment of her 
contemporaries to that of posterity. Her memoirs 
depict Madame Roland as no other pen can ever 
paint her. We see her there as she was: a beautiful, 
real being, heroic and serene, and bearing, through 
all her rashness and pride, the tokens of a soul so 
noble and so pure, as will caU forth the admiration 
and reverence of future ages. The charming ease 
and grace with which she retraces the history of her 
childhood, the sudden transition from those fresh 
and pure images of the past to the fearful gloom of 
the present, the burning eloquence of her indigna^ 
tion against the tyrants of France, the commanding 
strength of mind which she unconsciously displays^ 
I render these memoirs almost unique : not, indeed, as 
^ a literary production, great as their merits are, but 
as a work destined to fasten with deep and irre* 
sistible power on the human heart. 

These memoirs possess, moreover, a dramatic in- 
terest, peculiar to themselves and to the circum- 
stances under which they were written. When we 
read of the enthusiastic child poring over the old 
volume of Plutarch, we think of her who writes 
those pages, in a prison, with the scaffold awaiting 
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Hs yictim. She herself intermpts those pictures of 
her childhood to weep, not over her fiite, but over 
her friends and her country. In the brief and 
passionate eloquence with which she draws the fear- 
ful picture of oppressed and degraded France, we 
perceive the source of her former power, and recog- 
nise the soul of the Qironde. The pages of those 
memoirs, which she wrote and confided hj stealth 
to her friend Champagneux, are occasionally broken 
off with mournful intimations that they may never 
be finished. On the 5th of September 1793, we find 
her writing thus, in a note to Champagneux, '^ I cut 
this copy in order to place what is written in the 
little box. When I perceive that a revolutionary 
army has been decreed, that new tribunals of blood 
are being formed, that the land is menaced with 
famine, and that tyrants no longer know what to do, 
I feel that they are going to make new victims, and 
that no one is assured of life.'' 

Conscious of her approaching fate, she hurried over 
her task : the last pages of the memoirs bear evident 
traces of the haste with which they were written. 
She expresses herself thus in October : ^' I have 
been interrupted, in order to be informed that I am 
comprised in the act of accusation with Brissot, and 
so many other deputies recently arrested. The 
tyrants think to fill the chasm open before them 
by casting in honest men ; but they shall fall into it 
after them. I do not fear to go to the scaffold in 
such good company : there would be shame in living 
amongst guilty wretches. I shall send this copy 
and continue with another, if I am not prevented. 
Friday, 4th of October ; birthday of my daughter, 
who is this day twelve years old." 
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The thought of her daughter was the only one 
that could disturb her heroic serenity. Helen-Maria 
Williams has left the following account of a visit 
which she paid to Madame Roland in the prison of 
Sainte-P^lagie : *' Her soul, superior to circum- 
stances, retained its accustomed serenity, and she 
conversed with the same animated cheerfulness in 
her little cell as she used to do in the h6tel of the 
minister. She had provided herself with a few 
books, and I found her reading Plutarch. She told 
me that she expected to die ; and tEeTook of placid 
resignation with which she said it, convinced me 
that she was prepared to meet death with a firmness 
worthy of her exalted character. When I inquired 
after her daughter, an only child of twelve years 
of age, she burst into tears ; and^ at the overwhelm- 
ing recollection of her husband and child, the courage 
of the victim of liberty was lost in the feelings of 
the wife and the mother." 

With the exception of Vergniaud and a few more^ 
the Girondists were not all aware of their destiny : 
Brissot considered his acquittal possible. Jealous of 
the honour of her friend, and unwilling that he 
should be led to betray any unworthy weakness, 
Madame ^land wrote to him from her prison, and 
stoically undeceived him. Nothing could show 
in a stronger light the severe truthfulness of her 
friendship. 

Towards the close of her imprisonment, Madame 
Roland received several offers of escape ; of which 
she refused to avail herself. One of those offers 
came from Madame Bonchaud, the gaoler's wife^ 
who had conceived a warm attachment for her pri- 
soner, and passionately entreated her to allow herself 
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to be saved. No prayers could induce Madame 
Boland to comply. Henriette Camiet, one of the 
convent friends to whom she addressed the long 
correspondence recentiy published, yisited her in her 
prison for the same purpose. Henriette^ who was 
somewhat older than her friend, had been destined 
by her parents for M. Koland, whom she secretly 
loved; she, however, approved his choice when he 
preferred and married Manon, and the harmony of 
their friendship was not once disturbed by this event. 
Madame Roland hurriedly alludes to the offer of 
Henriette towards the close of her memoirs. It was 
thus related by Henriette herself to a friend : " I was 
a widow," said she, " and I had no children ; Madame 
Roland, on the contrary, had a husband advanced in 
years and a lovely little girl : both needed her utmost 
care. What could be more natural than for me to 
expose my useless life in order to save hers, so 
precious to her family ? I wanted her to exchange 
her attire for mine, and to endeavour to escape 
whilst I remained behind. But neither prayers nor 
tears availed. * They would kill thee, my good 
Henriette,' she unceasingly repeated: *thy blood 
would ever fall on me. Sooner would I suffer death 
a thousand times, than reproach myself with thine !' 
Seeing that nothing could move her, I bade her 
farewell : to behold her no more." 

Madame Roland at first thought that she was to 
be tried with the Girondists ; but the judges dreaded 
the effect of her beauty and eloquence, and she was 
not called forward even as witness. The twenty-two 
Girondists heard their sentence, and met its execu- 
tion without shrinking. Young, patriotic, and some 
of them gifted with surpassing eloquence, they 
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perished on the fatal Place de la Revolutions for having 
resisted the progress of the Reign of Terror. They 
acted in the spirit of the two noble lines of their 
friend^ Condorcet : 

** Us m*ont dit : cboisis d^^tre oppressenr on victime ; 
J'embrassai le malheur et leur laissai le crime.** 

And this it is that has purified and ennobled their 
memory. If they yielded too much to popular 
excesses^ they heroically withstood the most fearful 
tyranny on record. Their resistance was sealed 
with blood; but the first shed was their own: 
when their errors are remembered, this will not be 
forgotten. 

On the day of their execution, 31st of October 
1793, Madame Roland was transferred to the Con- 
ciergerie, which they had just left for the scaffold, 
and thrown into a damp and gloomy dungeon. She 
had no bed, until one of the prisoners gave her up 
his ; and, notwithstanding the severity of the weather, 
she was allowed no covering. Her room was close to 
that which Marie- Antoinette had left a few days 
before her arrival There was a strange link be- 
tween the destinies of those two women. Bom 
within a few months of each other — one in the 
sheltering obscurity of the French bourgeoisie, the 
other on the steps of an imperial throne — ^they met 
in antagonism on the stormy path of the French 
Revolution. Both were beautiful, ardent, and heroic, 
and helped to ruin, by their imprudence, the opposite 
causes to which they clung. In her republican 
ardour, Madame Roland hastened the fall of Marie- 
Antoinette; but it was, after enjoying a brief 
triumph, to end by following the fallen queen in her 
dungeon, and to perish on the same scaffold. Opposed 
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in life, the two rivals met in death : the revolution- 
ary axe knew no distinction of victims. 

In this her last prison, Madame Roland displayed 
her habitual firmness. On the day following her 
arrival, she was examined for three hours by the 
judge, David. Her eloquence and presence of mind 
did not once forsake her. She vrrote to the last; as 
if it were beyond the power of external events to 
disturb her serenity. She often spoke at the iron 
grating which divided the part of the prison in which 
mgn were confined &om that which she inhabited. 
Jtioiffl e, one of the few amongst those who beheld 
her then, that survived the Keign of Terror, thus de- 
scribes the effect she produced upon him : ^* Some- 
thing more than what usually appears in the looks of 
woman painted itself in her large dark eyes, fiill of 
expression and sweetness. She spoke at the grating 
with the freedom and courage of a great man. We 
were all attentive around her, in a sort of admiration 
and amazement. Her discourse was grave, without 
coldness. She expressed herself with a purity, a 
harmony, and a prosody, that rendered her language 
u music with which liie ear never became sated. She 
never spoke of the deputies who had perished, save 
with respect ; but at the same time without effemi- 
nate pity : she even reproached them with not having 
taken sufficiently vigorous measures. She generally 
designated them as ** our friends." She often called 
Clavidre, in order to speak to him. Sometimes the 
feelings of her sex prevailed, and the traces of tears 
showed that she had been weeping at the thought of 
her child and her husband. This mixture of strength 
and weakness render^ her more interesting. The 
woman who attended her said to me one day, — *^ Be* 

Q2 
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fore 70a she collects her strength, but in her own 
room she will sit three hours, sometimes, leaning on 
her window and weeping." 

Although without a doubt of her tdtimate fate, she 
took notes of her interrogatories, and prepared her 
defence, from a feeling of duty; she addressed several 
farewell letters to those she had loved, amongst the 
rest to an attached female servant. ^^ Kemember 
thy mother," she wrote to her youthful daughter; 
** be worthy of thy parents : they leave thee great 
examples, and if thou knowest how to profit by them, 
thine shall not be a useless life. Farewell, beloved 

child A time may come when thou shalt be 

able to judge of the effort I now make not to allow 
myself to be softened by thy gentle image. I press 
thee to my bosom. Farewell, Eudora T 

The day before her trial, Madame Roland was 
visited by her counsel, Chauveau de la Garde, the 
defender of Charlotte Corday and Marie- Antoinette. 
She drew a ring from her finger, and said, " To-mor- 
row, I shall be no more. I know the fate which 
awaits me. Your kind assistance cannot avail aught 
for me, and would but endanger you, without saving 
my life. I pray you, therefore, not to come to the 
tribunal, but to accept of this last testimony of my 
regard." Early on the following day she appeared 
before the revolutionary tribunal, attired in white as 
a symbol of her innocence. She had been refused 
the means of dressing her long dark hair, which fell 
in thick waves about her neck and shoulders, and 
down to her waist. Never had she looked more 
lovely. *^ She would have softened the hardest 
hearts," said Biouffe : ^^ but had those monsters 
hearts?" Her trial was, like that of the Girondists, a 
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mockery of all justice. She was not allowed to read 
ner defence: the president interrupted her repeatedly, 
and when she appealed to the people, they answered 
with cries of " To the guillotine I" Insulting ques- 
tions affecting her honour were addressed to her by 
Fouquier Tinville. Tears of indignant shame rose 
to her eyes; but she answered him with such eloquent 
scorn that her replies were immediately checked, lest 
they should influence the jury. No injustice could, 
however, subdue her proud and dignified bearing. 
She gloried openly in that which her enemies made 
a subject of reproach. She declared herself proud 
of being the wife of Koland, and of having been the 
friend of the martyred Girondists. Her innocence 
was so evident, that, in order to be able to convict 
her of some ostensible crime, the judge was com- 
pelled to ask her to reveal the asylum of her husband. 
She refused to do so, declaring that she knew of no 
law by which she could be obliged to violate the 
strongest feelings of nature. This sufficed, and she 
was immediately condemned 

On hearing her sentence read, she rose, and said 
with mingled irony and dignity, ** I must thank you 
for thinking me worthy of sharing the fate of the 
great men whom you have assassinated. I shall 
endeavour to imitate their firmness on the scaffold." 
She left the hall of judgment, and returned to the 
conciergerie, with a light and rapid step that 
seemed to betoken a feeling of inward joy. All the 
prisoners were waiting to see her appear under the 
gloomy vault ' which was to give forth so many 
victims. Passing her hand across her neck, with a 
quick and significant gesture, she intimated that she 
bad been condemned^ and that the sentence was 
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death. Though she had opium in her possession, 
she nobly disdained to commit suicide. She re- 
entered her room for a few hours, and then ascended 
the last of the carts which were that day, 10th of 
November 1793, going to the scaffold. Her pure 
V*^^ / white garments and dark flowing tresses increased 
the chaste and spiritual character of her beauty. 
( _^ She was calm, but with a higher calmness than that 
of resignation. Hers was the serenity of a noble 
soul in its last and solemn triumph, when the 
struggle between life and death is past. She knew 
that martyrdom, even more so than genius, can confer 
fame : the scaffold was for her but the threshold of 
a glorious immortality. 

Madame Roland was seated in the cart with an 
infirm old man, named La Marche, who wept and 
testified the deepest dejection as they proceeded to 
the place of execution. The heroic-souled woman 
did not disdain to administer gentle consolation to 
her weak companion. She endeavoured to inspire 
him with her own serene and cheerM courage, and 
succeeded in making him smile several times during 
their progress. The scaffold stood on what was then 
the Place de la Revolution, a naked dreary space, 
extending between the gardens of the Tuileries and 
the Champs Elysees. This spot, now known as the 
Place de la Concorde, is perhaps the most magnificent 
- ^laoe in Europe. One of the two marble fountains 
with which it is adorned has been erected on the 
spot where the red guillotine formerly received the 
noblest blood of France, and the Egyptian obelisk 
rises where the clay statue of a hollow freedom looked 
down on the instrument of death. 

The cart which bore Madame Roland and her com* 
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panion stopped at the foot of the scaffold. La Marche 
was pale and trembling. A feeling of generous and 
sublime compassion filled Madame Koland's heart in 
this last moment The privilege of ascending the 
scaffold first, and being thus spared the lingering 
torture of beholding her companion's death, had 
been granted to her as a woman: she resolved 
to waive her right in favour of the infirm and 
terrified old man. Turning towards him, she gently 
said, '^Go first: let me at least spare you the pain 
of seeing my blood shed." The executioner, of whom 
she begged that this last indulgence might be 
granted to her companion, refused to accede to the 
proposed arrangement, telling her his orders were 
that she should die first. ^'But you cannot, I am 
sure," she replied, with a serene smile, '^refuse the 
last request of a lady." He still hesitated, but ended 
at length by complying with her desire. 

When the execution of La Marche was over, 
Madame Roland ascended the scaffold in her turn: 
she gazed for a while on the statue of Liberty, which 
seemed to have been placed in bitter mockery near 
the guillotine, and bowing gravely before it, pro- 
Bounced the memorable words, " Ah, Liberty 1 how LJ - 
piany;jerimes_e,re committed in thy niameP With (^ ^ 
this last protest against the stem tyranny which/ ^^ ^ 
had usurped the name of republican freedom, she «. ; 
delivered herself over to the executioner and accom- 
plished her destiny. 

It is said that on her way to the scaffold, and 
almost at the foot of the guillotine, Madame Roland 
asked for a pen and some paper, in order to write 
down the deep and unusual emotions which ap- 
proaching death had awakened in her souL The 
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request was refused: it was a strange and solemn 
one to make at such an hour, when she stood on the 
very threshold of earthly life and eternity. Did she 
wish to continue her unfinished memoirs to the last? 
Or to pour forth once more her burning eloquence 
against the tyrants of France ? Never were her calm 
fearlessness of death itself, and her longing desire 
not to pass away from life without leavins^ some 
further record of her better^. pai:t.3ehind, more 
stfongTylJisplayed. What would not posterity now 
give^ol' tliat UfiVritten page ? Her thoughts would 
have flown calmly even then ; for she had that serenity 
which is true courage : but the last breathings of that 
heroic spirit were not destined to be revealed on eartL 

There is in the stoicism of Madame Roland some-* 
thing so extraordinary that many persons have been 
repelled by it from a closer study of her character. 
Women have often died with as much heroism, but 
few have met death so unshrinkingly* This feeling 
did not arise, in Madame Roland, from indifference 
to life : she knew how to value it rightly ; but, if pur- 
chased at the cost of honour, she held it worthless* 
She had mourned over her premature fate, and wept 
for hours in her prison; she was serene and un^- 
daunted on the scaffold : the struggle was then past : 
for all strong minds — ^and they alone can feel deeply 
— the bitterness of a sacrifice lies not in the hour 
of its external accomplishment, but in that' by which 
it has been preceded. Was it on the cross that the 
Saviour of mankind said, '^ Oh, Father I take this cup 
from me I " or when, bending beneath the weight of 
his lonely agony> he watched and prayed on the 
Olive Mount ? 

The stoicism of Madame Roland has been regarded 



/: 



ATTACHMENT TO MABAME EOLAND. 233 



i 



as a Jl^joOhoti n^P wmi TiiHyomnnly, She perhaps 
I^acked that humility which exists in those souls 
\alone who feel the nothingness of man before the 
pfinite greatness of God: but men are seldom : 
N-^tt^!?te4. Jy I'^cnw and yet all the \ 

Girondists, and at first the Mountaineers, gathered / 

around her, and, notwithstanding their mutual dis- ^ ^^ 
trust, long remain^d^ bound by a spell they. Qould 
not shake off. If she failed in the gentler virtue^ 
of woman, why was she so sincerely loved hy those 
who approached her ? Her faithfiil female servant, 
on learning the death of her mistress, was seized 
with a grief so deep, that, presenting herself before 
the revolutionary tribunal, she asked the sanguinary 
judges who had condemned Madame Roland to allow 
her to perish on the same scaffold : the violence of 
her despair caused them to dismiss her as insane* 
A man named Lecoq, who had been employed by 
Madame Roland in some menial capacity, and who 
had conceived for her the most devoted attachment, 
also appeared before the tribunal with a similar re- 
quest; his prayer was granted: he was condemned^ 
and immediately guillotined. 

When the fugitive and remaining Girondists 
learned, in their retreat, the death of the beautiful 
and heroic woman around whom they had formerly 
gathered, and whose eloquence had so often cheered > < 
them, they were filled with sorrow and horror. 
Buzot remained for several days delirious : the depth 
of his grief revealed the fervour of the attachment 
he is asserted to have felt for Madame Roland. 

She had foretold that Roland would not survive 
her: her prediction was fulfilled. His first inten-' 
tion, on learning her death, was to proceed to Paris> 
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appear in the Conyention^ and there, after solemnlj 
upbraiding the Mountaineers for the murder of faia 
wife, either to perish by their hands or die on the 
scaffold. The consideration that his property would 
be forfeited to the State if he were judicially con- 
demned, and that his only child would thus be left 
destitute, made him alter his decision and resolve 
on being the instrument of his own death. After 
bidding the friends to whose kindness he owed an 
asylum a last farewell, he left them, and proceeded 
alone on the road leading from Rouen to Paris. A 
few passengers found him the next morning seated 
at the foot of a tree, and reclining against the trunk. 
He had stabbed himself to the heart, and was quite 
dead: his whole attitude was calm and composed, 
like that of a man in a deep slumber: he had 
fastened to his dress a piece of paper, on which 
were written the following words, "Whoever thou 
mayest be, respect these remains; they are those 
of a virtuous man : on learning the death of my wife, 
I would not remain one day longer in a world st^ed 
with crimes," 

The death of Madame Roland will remain as one 
of the greatest stains on the history of the revolu- 
tion. And yet it is difiBcult to lament that death* 

" After life's fitful fever, she deeps well." 

It was well for her to die thus, in the noonday 
of life ; her pure and heroic dreams still fresh in her 
soul ; her noble blood poured freely forth for the 
cause she had loved; her name beyond the reach of 
reproach or doubt She died young; but what 
would have been her fate if she had passed un- 
scathed through the days of terror, and lived? To 
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be contemned; to see her motiyea misunderstood; 
to be accused of vanitj^ insincerity, and pride; to 
be stigmatized as unwomanly in her conduct and 
feelings: such might have been her destiny, until, 
bowed down by years, she carried an obscure and 
unhonoured name to the grave. ^^To die at the 
right time," has been pronounced by Ch&teaubriand 
a condition of glory ; that condition Madame Roland 
fulfilled: it was well for herself and for posterity: 
happiness and length of days are not the only ob- 
jects of human life. To be faithful to the truth 
within us is far better, and more noble, than to 
live. A destiny like hers outweighed all suffering 
and all sorrow : she felt it, and this it was that up- 
held her to the last. 

Hers is one of those names which, through all the 
differences of political and religious creeds, mankind 
should keep with reverent memory. If she erred, 
she erred nobly; for it was through a fervent and 
exaggerated faith in freedom and humanity. Higher 
are such errors than the cold virtues the angel re- 
proved through him of Patmos.* 

It requires little knowledge of the revolutionary 
era to see at a glance, that, being cast on such times, 
Madame Koland could not have escaped her destiny. 
On a retrospective view of that great drama, it 
almost seems as though the parts of all the actors 
had been marked out in advance by fate. Hers was 
that of one who could not live in abject fear ; behold 
deeds of blood, yet be silent : who must speak out, 
though the scaffold were in view; pour forth her 
indignant soul and die a martyr, if not to freedom, 
at least to truth. For in those days, so aptly named 

* Apoc iii. 15, 16. 
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Days of Terror, it was the craven wlio lived, and 
the brave, whatever their political creed might be, 
who perished. 

Eventful as is the history of the French Revolu- 
tion, it offers few pages so touching as those which 
relate to Madame Koland. Beautiful, heroic, de- 
voted, and accomplished, she spent the greater portion 
of her life in obscurity, appeared in the world for a 
few brief moments, acted her part, and died on a 
scaffold. Fidelity to its own impulses is the test of 
a noble nature. Judged by that test, Madame Ro- 
land stands pure before us. Nor will her name pass 
forgotten. It is imperishably associated with some 
of the most stirring recollections of her country! 
with its noble, though vain, dreams of freedom, and 
the story of its brave and heroic men. 
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CHAPTER VIIL 

WOMAK UNDEB THE BEIGN OF TEBBOB. 

Although we have brought forward^ and noticed 
separately, a few prominent heroines of the Kevolu- 
tion, it must not be concluded that there was any- 
thing singular in the end of these illustrious victims, 
howsoever remarkable their character or destiny may 
have been otherwise. The scaffold on which they 
perished was daily stained with the blood of the 
Ipwly and the great. Crime or virtue, eminence or 
^jobscurity, met the same fate. The Beign of Terror 
had^egun. 

We have seen how, after the massacres of Septem- 
ber, the Girondists conunenced against the Jacobins 
that memorable struggle which ended with their fall 
They foresaw the rule of blood which their antago- 
nists wished to establish ; they opposed it, and had 
the honour of perishing amongst its earliest victims. 
Madame Roland, who urged them on in their resis- 
tance, Charlotte Corday, who avenged them, both 
shared their fate. Had the Girondists succeeded, 
the blood of a widowed and defenceless queen would 
never have been shed, and crimes much darker still 
might have been spared to France. 

The fall of this party on the 31st of May 1793, 
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occurred at a period when the internal conyulsions 
of France menaced the cause of the Revolution on 
every side. La Vendue had risen^ Lyons was in 
open revolt, and every province protested and mur- 
mured against the tyranny of Paris. A fanatic, 
named Chalier, endeavoured to renew in Lyons 
the scenes of blood which disgraced the capital. 
In the month of September 1792, a band of assas- 
sins murdered eleven officers confined in the fort 
of Pierre-Encise. The beautiful Mademoiselle de 
Bellecice, daughter of the governor, heroically threw 
herself between the murderers and their victims, and 
was severely wounded in her vain attempt to save 
the prisoners. The Lyonnese, indignant at the san- 
guinary sway Chalier sought to fasten upon them, 
effected a reaction, and condemned him to perish: 
the first victim of the guillotine which he had brought 
and erected for his opponents. These events occurred 
precisely at the time when the Girondists were con- 
quered in Paris by the Mountaineers. 

The citizens of Lyons were too much committed 
to retract : encouraged by the fugitive royalists and 
Girondists, who had found a refuge in their city, 
they resolved to brave the Convention. They hoped 
and believed that similar insurrections would rise 
throughout all France. Some of them counted on 
the foreign troops promised by the exiled princes; 
and aU felt that, were they even doomed to fall, it 
was better to perish in the defence of their city, 
than to yield themselves up without a struggle to 
the tyranny of the Jacobins. The siege of Lyons, 
which lasted two months, is celebrated even amongst 
the memorable and fatal events of the French Revo- 
lution. The most indomitable heroism was displayed 
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on one side, and the most persevering cruelty on the 
other. It was not until the town was nearly in ruins^ 
and its defenders had been reduced to one-half of 
their original number, by death and famine, that the 
Lyonnese at length resolved to surrender. Terror 
immediately entered their walls with the triumphant 
Jacobins. The fury of the conquerors resembled in- 
sanity. They changed the name of Lyons, and de- 
creed that it should be demolished. Fifteen millions 
were sp^it in destroying the finest buildings of this 
wealthy city. The prisons were crowded to suffoca- 
tion ; victims of either sex and every age were guillo- 
tined, until the waters of the Rhone became reddened 
with their blood ; when this mode of death was not 
found su£Bciently expeditious, rows of two hundred 
prisoners were cannonaded and shot at once, in the 
plains outside the walls. hix. VJc 

The women of Lyons displayed a singular degree 
of heroism during the whole time of the siege, and, 
after the surrender of the city, many fought with their 
husbands and brothers at the breach; and, like them, 
e xpiated the irjpi^triotism on a scaffold. Amongst 
them was a beautifiil girl of seventeen, named Marie 
Adrian. The judges, touched with her beauty, and 
struck with her courageous replies, asked her what 
she would do if they were to grant her her life. " I 
would kill you, as the enemies of my country," re- 
plied the undaunted girL She ascended the scaffold 
with a firm step. After her execution the following \ 
letter, written with blood, was found in her bosom. ' 
It came from her affianced lover, at whose side she 
had fought, and who had been shot a few days before, 
in the plain of the Brotteaux. " At this hour to- 
morrow," he wrote, ^^ I shall be no more. I will not 
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die without saying once more, I love thee. Were 
my pardon offered me to say the contrary, I should 
refuse it. I have no ink : I opened a vein to write 
to thee with my blood. Would that I might mingle 
it with thine throughout eternity. Adieu, my dear 
Marie, weep not : let the angels find thee as beauti-^ 
fid as I shall in heaven. I go to wait for thee: tarry 
not long." 

Death became a boon eagerly sought for by those 
who survived the massacres around them. A young 
girl presented herself before thcrti4bunal, and ex- 
claimed, addressing the judges, ^^You have killed 
my father, my brothers, and my betrothed ; you have 
left me nothing to live for : kill me now." Her re- 
quest was refused, and in her despair she threw her- 
self into the Rhone. Another girl, brought before 
the tribunal, displayed a contempt of life greater still; 
because it was not inspired by wounded affection, 
but by a fervent indignation against the oppres- 
sors of her countrymen. She was accused of refusing 
to wear the national cockade. " Why wilt thou not 
/ wear the sign of the people?" asked the president. 
^^ Because you wear it," she answered. The presi- 
dent wishing, nevertheless, to save her, made a sign 
to the gaoler behind her, who fastened the cockade in 
her hair; but she tore it away indignantly, preferring 
death to the dishonour of wearing a badge which, 
from the rallying sign of freedom, had become that of 
tyranny. 

But^mali&heroism aiid devotedness were still more 
touchingly displayed in the prisons of Lyons, which 
were chiefly filled with the compromised defenders of 
the city. Every morning, crowds of women might be 
seen waiting at the prison gates to gain admittance. 
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Threats or insults could not turn them away from 
-ttieir task of love. They obtained by bribery what 
the pity of the gaolers would have denied : the pri- 
vilege of entering the prisons, clothing and feeding 
the inmates, often in a fearful state of destitution, 
attending on them in their sickness, cleaning their 
wretched cells, and favouring escapes at the peril 
of their own lives. Amongst the devoted Lyonnese 
women, none ought to oecupy^aTihore distiiiguished 
place than Mademoiselle Delleglace. Her father was 
arrested and ordered to be transferred &om Lyons 
to Paris. His daughter requested to accompany 
him, but was inhumanly refused. She, nevertheless, 
resolved to follow him, and accordingly travelled on 
foot the distance of a hundred and nineteen leagues. 
When she reached Paris, her father was in the 
Conciergerie, and she wa« not permittedt o see him. 
For three months she solicited his freedom, from all 
the influential men of the day, and at length suc- 
ceeded in accomplishing her object. M. Delleglace 
was Uberated, and set out for Lyons, with his over- 
joyed daughter. But the devoted girl was never 
more to behold the home she had won back for her 
father. The frail form which had heroically endured 
fatigues so great, could not bear the slow progress of 
an easy journey. The superhuman strength by 
which she had been sustained until the purpose of her 
heart was won, vanished now that it was no longer 
needed for the accomplishment of her holy task. She 
fell ill on the way, declined rapidly, and died within 
a week of her father's liberation. 

Happy were those who died, like Mademoiselle 
Delleglace, and who did not live to behold the misery 
and desolation of the land. Women, pious, pure, and 
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lowly, were not more spared than if they had been- 
wealthy and great. It almost seemed as if it were a 
crime to live. At the time of the siege of Lyons, 
there dwelt in that city a single woman of great 
generosity and virtue, named Pran9oise Michattet, 
and who, like Dorcas in the Apostolic times, was 
known by the good works and alms-deeds which she 
did. She was sent to prison for confessing her attach- 
ment to the proscribed faith : for such had Christianity 
now become. Prom the loathsome dungeon where 
she was confined, she wrote in the following terms to 
one of her friends : ** When shall we leave thia^land 
of malediction and death : this land whence^irtu^ is 
almost banished, and where crime is greeted into a 
divinity ? Oh I Death, how blessed art thou to the 
heart that sigheth for its God !" Fran§oise was soon 
condemned by the tribunal; she slept on the night 
preceding her execution with more tranquillity than 
she had yet manifested. Before going forth to death, 
she divested herself of all the clothes with which she 
could dispense, and even took off her shoes and stock- 
ings, in order to distribute them amongst the poor. 
It was a damp and chill February morning, and one 
of the turnkeys observed to her that she would catch 
cold. *^ Not for long," was her calm and laconic reply. 
She was executed with eleven women and one man, 
a priest. Fran5oise Michallet asked as a favour to 
perish last, in order to exhort and encourage her com- 
panions to the end. When we see such great victims 
as Marie- Antoinette and Madame Roland dying cou- 
rageously, we may, without suspecting their firmness, 
believe that they were not indifferent to the judg- 
ment which posterity would pass on their last moments ; 
but what had the obscure girl of Lyons to hope from 
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fame, when she asked to see twelve heads fall before 
her own in order that she might accomplish her 
heroic and Christian task? 

Similar scenes were enacted throughout all France. 
The representatives of the people sent by the Conven- 
tion to the provinces, exercised their unlimited power 
with unparalleled insolence and tyranny. They 
seized on the property of inoffensive citizens, sent 
them and their families to death, burned out whole 
villages, and devastated the country ; as if, instead of 
their own native land, it were the unfriendly soil of a 
conquered foe. Persons remotely suspected of royal- 
ism or of federalism were, without remission, doomed 
to die. Wealth and talents became so many crimes 
worthy of death. Some perished because they were 
sad, others because they were too gay. Individuals 
were forbidden, as in Lyons, to weep for their mur- 
dered relatives : they were expected to rejoice when 
the head of one they loved had fallen beneath the 
knife of the guillotine. Amongst the great offences 
of those times was public or even private adherence 
to Christianity. It is true that constitutional worship 
was authorized by the state, but the Atheist faction, 
headed by Anacharsis Clootz, and Hubert, suc- 
ceeded in causing the churches to be closed, or dese- 
crated by the impious adoration of the Goddess of 
Reason. As long ss this state of things prevailed, 
and even for a longer period, non-juring priests, nuns 
whose convents had been opened, and persons noted 
for their attachment to religion, were daily hurried to 
the guillotine. 

Maignet, proconsul of the department of Vau- 
cluse, whence he exercised a dictatorial sway over a 
considerable portion of the south of France, made 
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the town of Orange the seat of his arbitrary power. 
With the approbation of the Committee of Public 
Safety, he established a Revolutionary Tribunal^ 
free from the encumbrance of a jury ; but held by 
five judges, who were to convict without proof 
whenever they felt satisfied of the guilt of the 
accused. Thirty-two nuns were amongstj^e vic- 
tims which l^aignet was thus enabled t6 immolate 
On the 13th of May 1794, forty-two niifts-ef-diffe- 
rent orders were thrown at once into the prisons of 
Orange. They all determined, on the day which 
followed their incarceration, to adopt the same rule, 
and share with one another whatever they pos- 
sessed, like the Christians in the primitive ages of 
the church. In the space of two months, thirty-two 
of these nuns were led to death ; ten survived the 
Keign of Terror. It was generally at nine in the 
morning that they were summoned, five or six at 
a time, before the tribunal Previous to that hour 
the nuns, who in their prison led a life of monastic 
regularity, assembled to read the prayers for the 
dying, and to renew their baptismal and religious 
vows. Those who were called away bade their 
sisters a farewell they knew to be the last. Whilst 
waiting the hour of their execution, they were 
placed in a court named the Circus, because, accord- 
ing to a popular tradition, it formed part of an 
arena where, in the days of Nero, Christians had 
formerly suffered for the faith. At six in the even- 
ing, the general hour of execution, the surviving 
nuns again read the prayers for the dying; they all 
prayed in silence, when loud cries from without, 
accompanied by the sound of the drum, announced 
the departure of the condemned for the scaffold. 
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When all was over, they filled the prison with the ^ 
solemn strains of the Te Deum Laudamus. Those 
who perished met their fate with all the enthusiasm^ 
of fervent religious conviction, and with that sim- j 
plicity and resignation characteristic of their sex* / 
Two of the nuns were one day called to the tribunal, 
somewhat later than the usual hour. "But," ob- 
served one of them, with ingenuous earnestness, 
to the gendarmes, " we have not said our vespers I " 
'* We shall say them in heaven to-day," replied her 
companion. So far were they from dreading death, 
that one of them offered herself daily, and unasked, 
to the gendarmes who came to call her companions. 
She at last appeared before the tribunal with her 
sister, and was the only one condemned that day. 
'* Alas 1 " mournfully cried her sister, " must you, 
then, go to martyrdom without me ? What shall I 
do in this exile, when you leave me ? " Her exile, 
as she termed it, did not last more than a week. 
Many of these enthusiastic nuns, on hearing their 
sentence, thanked the judges for the eternal happi- 
ness they were procuring them. Several devoutly 
kissed the guillotine as the blessed instrument of 
their martyrdom. The gendarmes who led them to 
the scaffold, looked upon them with undisguised 
wonder ; and afterwards observed, " These nuns go 
to death as joyfully as if they went to a wedding." 

'What were the crimes of these women ? That, in an 
age of unequalled profligacy and corruption, they re- 
mained apart, to lead a life of purity and peace, to 
pray for the erring and relieve the wretched. That 
they repudiated the freedom which the Bevolution 
gave them, in order to remain faithful to the vows 
they had willingly embrace(|: for this they perished. 
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As severe as the religious persecutions were those 
which the proconsuls directed against the fugitive 
"^ . Girondists and their adherents. In the province 
^ ' which they had represented with so much courage 
, and eloquence, the proscribed deputies of the Gi- 
/ ronde could scarcely find a roof beneath which they 
r might repose in safety. But, whilst man shrank 
' from them in fear, they found woman, with few 
I exceptions, ever hospitable and kind. Madame 
Bouquey, sister-in-law of the Girondist Guadet, 
'i left Paris for Saint-Emilion, near Bourdeaux, on 
purpose to assist him and his friends. She first con- 
cealed him, with Salles, in the deep grottoes of Saint- 
Emilion; to one of which her house gave access 
"> v" . ' through a sort of well thirty feet deep. Hearing of 
the miserable plight of Barbaroux, Louvet, and 
f> Valady, she immediately said, *^ Let them come.'* 

J Not long after this, she received intimation of the 

fact that Buzot and P^thion had been compelled 
to change their asylum seven times within the space 
of a fortnight. "Ahl let them come too," ex- 
claimed the kind-hearted woman. They came, and 
were received as though their presence were not 
fraught with death. Seven outlawed fugitives now 
dwelt beneath the roof of Madame Bouquey. Her 
chief embarrassment was to procure them food : so 
great was the scarcity which then prevailed, that 
the municipality only allowed her one pound of bread a 
day. Potatoes, and a supply of dried beans, accord- 
ingly constituted the chief food of her guests. They 
slept till twelve, in order to spare a breakfast. A vege- 
table soup formed their dinner. Towards twilight 
the Girondists left their retreat, and gathered round 
their kind protectress, who prepared for them as 
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palatable a supper as prudence would allow her to 
procure, and which she seldom touched herself in 
order to leave the more for them. Whilst she behaved 
thus generously, the country was filled with emissa- 
ries of the Jacobins, who, conscious that the Giron- 
dists were concealed in the vicinity, uttered the 
most fearful threats against them and those by 
whom they were sheltered. From her connection 
with Guadet, Madame Bouquey was especially ex- 
posed to their persecutions and domiciliary visits. 
Although surrounded by persons whom the pre- 
sence of the Girondists in her house inspired with 
the most lively alarm, she remained undismayed. 
** Let the inquisitors come," she gaily said to her 
proteges ; ** I am easy, provided it is not you who 
receive them. All I fear is, that they may arrest 
me, and then what will become of you?" She kept 
them a month ; but at the end of that time the im- 
portunities of her friends prevailed, and, with many 
tears and bitter regrets, she parted from her guests. 
Of the seven men she had sheltered, six died on the 
scaffold; only one, Louvet, lived to narrate the 
romantic history of his misfortunes and escape. 
When Guadet was arrested in the house of his 
father, Madame Bouquey became involved in his 
ruin and that of his family. Indignant at the insult- 
ing questions of the president of the tribunal before 
which she appeared, she passionately exclaimed: 
** Yes, monsters I — Beasts of prey I if humanity, if 
family affection deserve punishment in your opinion, 
we all merit death." The generous and imdaunted 
woman died with two of the men she had endea- 
voured to save. 

When friendship and pity could inspire such deep 
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and perilous deyotedness in the heart o£ woman, love 
and conjugal affection might well lead her to brave 
not less heroically the anger of the oppressors. A 
woman of Lyons^ hearii\g that her husband was on 
the point of being arrested, prevailed upon him, by 
her passionate entreaties, to effect his escape whilst 
she remained, clad in his attire, to take his place* A 
Madame Lefo^t, in one of the western departments, 
a<^ted with like devotion. The representative of the 
people, discovering the cheat she had practised upon 
him, turned towards her, wrathfiilly exclaiming: 
" Woman ! what have you done ?" ** My duty — do 
thine," was her brief reply. A citizen of Biom 
was transferred to Paris for judgment, and conse- 
quently for condemnation. His wife, though not 
included in the accusation against him, persisted in 
accompanying him: they were both guillotined 
together. Another lady, not being allowed by the 
gaolers to go with her husband to the tribunal 
whither he was summoned, killed herself on the 
spot. 

In every rank of life, and with little regard to poli- 
tical feelings, women adopted the most ingenious 
stratagems to save beloved objects, and often the 
merest strangers. A prisoner fell ill, and was sent to 
the hospital of Bourdeaux. The Sister of Charity 
whose task it was to attend upon him beheld him 
with interest, and sorrowfully reflected that his re- 
covery would only be the signal for his death. Re- 
solved to save his life, even at the risk of her own, 
she bade her patient, who was nearly weU, feign 
convulsions, and then death. He obeyed ; the nun 
hastily threw a sheet over his face, and, when the 
doctor came to pay his daily visit, informed him that 
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the patient had that moment expired. He believed 
her, without ascertaining the truth of her assertion. 
In the evening the supposed corpse was conveyed to 
the dissecting-room. A surgeon in the confidence of 
the Sister of Charity provided the prisoner with a 
proper disguise. He left the hospital undetected, 
and ere long gained the Spanish frontier. His disap- 
pearance was perceived on the following day. The 
nun was questioned and confessed the truth. Her 
candour excited so much admiration and surprise, that 
her life was spared. It is also true that the Sisters of 
Charity were found so necessary in the hospitals of 
the republic, as to be seldom molested, even when they 
refused to take the constitutional oath. 

M. Causs6, a rich merchant of Toulouse, was ap- 
prehended and speedily condemned for the crime of 
being one of the wealthiest citizens of his native city. 
The day being far advanced when his sentence was 
pronounced, the execution was deferred until the fol- 
lowing morning. M. Causse had a beautiful mistress, 
whom he had formerly loaded with gifts. On learn- 
ing his condemnation, she sold all she possessed and 
bought an wnpty house adjoining the prison- There, 
in that one night, with the help of a faithful female 
servant, she effected an opening through the wall to the 
cell where she knew that her lover was confined. The 
prisons were badly guarded, M. Causse seconded her 
efforts, and ere long he stood, a free man, in the empty 
house ; where he found a military disguise, provided 
by his thoughtful mistress. Long before his escape 
was suspected, he had reached, with her, a place of 
security, in which they waited the dose of the Reign 
of Terror. 

Incidents as strange, improbable, and romantic as 
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those of the wildest fiction abounded in this period of 
revolutionary history. The long and heroic contests 
of the Yendeans and the Chouans against the whole 
republic, possess the hazardous adventure and tone of 
wild daring which would have delighted a Scott or a 
Fenimore Cooper; and in deeply thrilling interest 
they might indeed well bear a comparison with the 
wars of the Puritans and Jacobites of Scotland, or 
with the strange and varied scenes, stratagems, and 
chances of Border life, and hair-breadth escapes of the 
wild Indian warfare. Women were implicated in this 
memorable struggle, but without taking in it a lead- 
ing or striking part. Those whose feelings and affec- 
tions — the great political guides of woman — led them 
to sympathize with the Vendeans, either perished with 
them or underwent almost unequalled sufferings, en- 
dured with calm and heroic resignation. It is possi- 
ble, however, that the royalist ladies, who have left 
such interesting memoirs on this remarkable period of 
French history, might have acted a far more con- 
spicuous part in the events which they narrate, if the 
great movement, though headed by nobles, had not 
been essentially a popular one in its origin. 

La Vendue is a wide and secluded district, situ- 
ated in the west of France, bounded by the Loire on 
one side, and by the Atlantic Ocean on the other. 
The chief portion of this tract of land is known by 
the name of Le Socage. It is covered with low hills, 
narrow valleys, and innumerable streams, which tra- 
verse it in every direction. These streams, the chief 
paths of the country, are generally overhung and con- 
cealed with the low trees growing on their banks ; 
this peculiarity has given its name to the Socage. 
The character of the Yendeans is simple, honest. 
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truthful, and yet reserved. "Deeds, not words,** 
wa^ their practical maxim : no men promised less 
and effected more. They were a hardy, frugal race, 
patient though energetic, prejudiced, deeply religious, 
and averse to change. From the commencement 
they disliked the Revolution. They already enjoyed 
as much freedom and happiness as they desired. 
They had not been bowed down by ages of oppression: 
they had no wrongs to avenge, no brand of slavery to 
efface, no thought of past or present abasement to 
awaken glorious aspirations towards liberty. They 
cherished the feudal system, so deeply and justly ab- 
horred in the rest of France. It existed with them in 
all its primitive and patriarchal simplicity. The 
nobles treated their tenants with justice and kindness ; 
the clergy were moral and pure. Secluded from the 
rest of France, contented, though ignorant and poor, 
the peasants neither knew nor understood the deep 
social evils which had brought on the Revolution. 
They saw with abhorrence and disgust their own 
priests expelled, in order to make room for the con- 
stitutional clergymen ; the execution of the king and 
the laws of conscription added to their indignation. 
Exasperated at the thought of being compelled to 
fight for a cause they hated, they rose in arms to 
flght — but against it. They urged their landlords to 
lead them to the field. The nobles, though they 
hoped nothing from this partial movement, thought 
themselves bound in honour not to recede. They 
joined and headed the insurrection. It soon acquired 
formidable proportions, and at one time threatened 
the existence of the Republic itself. 

The women of La Vendue shared in all the re- 
ligious enthusiasm and attachment to past customs 



252 WOMAN IN FRANCE, 

which had armed their brothers and husbands. In 
many villages they kept guard whilst the men were 
away fighting ; they sometimes made prisoners, which 
they brought in triumph to the commanding officers. 
Several women took an active share in this eminently 
national struggle. Two sisters, of fourteen and fifteen 
years of age, distinguished themselves by their 
courage. On the day before the town of Thenars was 
taken by the Vendeans, a soldier came up to General 
Lescure, confided to him that she was a girl in man's 
attire, and, asking him for a pair of shoes, assured him 
that when he had seen her fight on the following day, 
he would not think of sending her away. She kept her 
word, and fought constantly under the eyes of M. de 
Lescure. *' General," she cried out to him several 
times in tiie heat of the battle, '^ you shall not pass 
me. I shall always be nearer to the Blues than you 
wilL** The name of Blue$ was that which the Ven- 
deans gave to the Republicans ; who in return called 
them ^ Brigands." The daring girl received a wound 
in the hand, but she merely held it up, saying to the 
general : "This is nothing." Her recklessness proved 
fatal to her : dashing forwards amongst the comba- 
tants, she perished in the thickest of the fight. 

Of the peasant women who thus took up arms, 
only one survived the civil war: her real name 
was Jeanne Bordereau; she was generally called 
L^AnffeviHy from the province of Anjou, whence 
she came, ^e fought to avenge the death of her 
father killed by the republicans, and performed 
prodigies of daring bravery. Several noble and 
royalist ladies displayed similar heroism. Madame 
de Beauglie, attired like an amazon, a carabine in 
her hand, commanded thirty cavaliers, equipped and 
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salaried at her expense, on the coast of La Vendue. 
The young and handsome Madame du Fief distin- 
guished herself in the army of Charrette ; who, with- 
out joining the great body of the insurgents, kept 
up a brisk and separate warfare on the sea-shore. 
**In the fight of La Bazili^re, 1794," observes a 
historian of this eventful war, *' Charrette beheld her, 
with surprise, rush on the foe, and give an example 
to the bravest," Madame du Fief survived the war 
in which she had taken so active a part, and, on the 
restoration of the Bourbons, was warmly thanked and 
eulogised for her services by one of the princes of the 
blood. Such amazonianladies ranked, however, among 
the exceptions to the general rule. The Vendean 
women of every rank thought far more of giving ex- 
amples of courageous patience, than of indulging in 
a daring heroism foreign to their nature, and unsuited 
to their physical weakness. The pious and truly 
heroic Mademoiselle de la Rochefoucauld, who accom* 
panied her father in the army of Charrette, and in 
that reckless general's most perilous expeditions, kept 
up the courage of the whole army by her unexampled 
patience and resignation* The memoirs of Madame 
de la Rochejaquelin and Madame de Bonchamps 
show how unremitting and severe were the suffer- 
ings of the royaUst ladies. 

Besides the women who fought in the arra3r,\l 
and those who, by their own gentle example, ex- \ 
horted their friends to bear everything patiently, 
there was a third class, who, if they did not direct 
military operations, at least considerably aided the 
counsels of the Vendean chiefs by their address a]|j^ 
devotedness. Mademoiselle Hamelin, of Rennes, 
consecrated herself to the perilous task of favouring 
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the royalist correspondence. She crossed republican 
posts in disguise, procured intelligence, carried orders 
through a hostile country filled with spies, and often 
braved the dangers of a long journey and almost 
certain death, in order to negotiate for the Vendeans 
with the English agents on the coast. 

The protracted war of the Chouans in Brittany, 
although carried on later and somewhat differently 
from that of La Vendee, was also a royalist and 
religious struggle against republican principles. It 
was first organized by the daring Marquis de la 
Rouarie, noted for his profligacy, his duels, and 
his wild adventures. Accompanied by his beautiful 
and devoted relative, Th^r^se MoeUen, to whom 
he was himself ardently attached, he went all over 
Brittany, braving every danger, in order to establish 
a vast and secret conspiracy. The authorization 
given by the Count of Artois to La Rouarie was 
carried by Th^r^se, sewed in her riding habit ; and 
it is said that, by her eloquence and beauty, she won 
not a few partisans to her lover's cause. The Mar- 
quis de^ la Rouarie died before his project could 
be carried into execution. On the eve of his death 
he gave to Th6rfese a list of the conspirators; she 
burned it, and was shortly afterwards executed, with 
a whole family who had buried in their garden im- 
portant papers relative to the conspiracy. 

Though thus checked in its commencement, the 
Chouannerie subsequently rallied, and emulated the 
daring heroism, but not always the generosity, of the 
Vendean warfare. Though prodigies of valour were 
performed by the insurgent peasants, and though, 
as in the Combat de Dol, women often rallied them 
back to victory, when they yielded to republican 
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forces, they were so greatly inferior in numbers 
to their opponents, that it is their success, and 
not the defeat by which it was followed, which 
should astonish. The consequences of that defeat 
were most deplorable. The cruelties of the repub- 
lican generals, and of the proconsuls in Brittany 
and in the Vendee, almost surpass belief. Never was 
humanity so deeply outraged: the massacres of 
Lyons do not equal the noyades or drownings of 
Nantes. If hundreds were immolated by Fouch6 
and CoUot d'Herbois, thousands perished by the 
orders of Carrier. Women and children were shot 
publicly. The Vendean General d'Elb6e was taken 
by the republicans during the course of the war. 
His wife refused to leave him : he was shot before 
her eyes : a similar fate awaited her on the following 
day. Difference of opinion did not always imply 
a difference of fate. The republican general Qu6ti- 
neau was obliged to surrender to the Vendeans. 
They wanted him to join their cause ; he refused, and 
requested to be liberated on parole, in order to justify 
himself from the imputation of treachery which had 
been caflt upon him. The Vendean generals warned 
Qu^tineau of the danger he would thus incur ; but 
his wife, who preferred her husband's honour to 
his safety, induced him to persist in his resolve. 
The request was granted : General Quetineau came 
to Paris, and was condemned to death, unheeded 
and unheard. The broken-hearted widow asked 
and obtained leave to share his fate. 

Although they chiefly consisted of republicans, 
the inhabitants of Nantes suffered as much as the 
royalists, Bretons, and Vendeans, from the fury and 
cruelty of Carrier. Their devoted city became the 
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theatre of the most fearfiil and revolting executions. 
The Yendean peasants of both sexes met death with 
the courageous firmness of their race. The women 
seemed to think less of death itself than of the 
means of dying with decency: a consolation not 
often granted by their cynical tyrants. They gene- 
rally went to death singing an old traditional hymn^ 
of which the burthen was that " those who die for 
God go to paradise/' The calm resignation with 
which these victims of their fervent faith suffered 
martyrdom^ was termed fanaticism by their irritated 
oppressors. It was *^ fanaticism" which made deli- 
cately reared women walk twelve leagues, through a 
dreary, marshy country, in a severe winter, in order 
to hear mass said in one of those retired places where 
the nonjuring priests had taken refiige : "fanaticism** 
which caused Marie Papin, a young Vendean pea- 
sant, to let herself be slowly massacred by republican 
soldiers sooner than reveal the hidii^-place of the 
fugitive "brigands," to whom she was taking food by 
stealth I Then, thanks to Heaven, such fanaticism 
was not rare : heroism, undaunted courage, and the 
love of better things than life and happiness, were 
not found on the side of the republic alone. Never 
was the Catholic religion, in all its pomp and ^lory, 
so purely, so devoutly followed, as when obedience 
to its laws was death : never were the holy duties of 
hospitality so devotedly performed as when discovery 
would have doomed both host and guest to one inevi- 
table fate. Those who talk merely of the debasing 
power of oppression, know not how it can elevate, 
how it can purify, the noble struggling soul : how it 
can awaken reaietance, stem, unyielding, and which 
still triumphs over chains and deaths even when to 
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the narrow-minded it seems most subdued. If tyrants 
knew these things^ they might, perchance, seek other 
methods of tyranny. It is when brute force seems 
most strong that the moral power of the weak first 
stands revealed. A nun named sister Saint Monica, but 
to whom the poor had given the name of their ^ mother,' 
was brought before one of the revolutionary tri- 
bunals in the west of France. The Reign of Terror 
was at its height, and no counsel would undertake 
her defence. ^^ Thou must be very guilty indeed," 
said the President, banteringly, ^^ since no one will 
even defend thee.'' **If I have no defender on 
earth," replied the gentle nun, looking upwards, " I 
have at least one in heaven." At the foot of the 
guillotine she gave to a few poor women, who 
followed her weepingly, all the garments she could 
spare, and refused, even under the knife, to save 
her life by taking the constitutional oath. t 

It would be difficult to enumerate the women 
who, throughout all France, braved and suffered 
death, for having, in spite of every prohibition, 
sheltered or assisted the proscribed priests. Four 
sisters were guillotined together at Dijon for this 
offence; and two sisters. Mademoiselles Barberon, 
schoolmistresses at Orleans, were sent to Paris for 
trial, with the priest whom they had vainly endeavoured 
to save. They both went to the scaffold glorying in 
their action, and singing in a loud and clear tone 
the 96th Psalm. M. Billiais, his wife and their two 
daughters, were condemned at Nantes for a similar 
action. The father was executed in January 1794, 
Madame and Mademoiselles Billiais were not guillo- 
tined until the month of March. The mother walked 
firmly to death between her two daughters : their 
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veils were thrown back^ and displayed the calm 
serenity of their features. One of the two maidens 
was remarkably beautiful A republican oflGicer be- 
held her on the way to the guillotine. Filled with 
pity, and with a sudden feeling of love, he stepped 
up to her, and offered to save her life if she would 
become his wife. She refused, preferring death 
with her mother and her sister. The three women 
embraced one another tenderly at the foot of the 
scaffold. Fervent maternal affection rising with the 
dread hour, made Madame Billiais ask to be the last 
guillotined, in order that her daughters might not 
behold her death! Many Yendean women might 
have escaped their fate, had they not preferred death 
to dishonour. The noyadesy of which Carrier had 
borrowed the idea from Nero, consisted in having 
a certain number of victims crowded on a boat 
furnished with a large trap. On a given signal the 
trap opened, and the Loire received the condemned. 
These noyades were repeated until the waters of the 
river became corrupted, and spread pestilence in the 
city. Madame de Jourdain and her three daughters 
were taken, with a considerable number of other 
persons, to one of these boats. The beauty of one 
of the three girls attracted the notice of a soldier, 
who offered to save her on dishonourable conditions. 
In order to escape his pressing solicitations, she threw 
herself from the boat into the river. She fell on a 
heap of corpses, which prevented her from drowning. 
She called out for aid, but aid to die, and not to live. 
** Help me," she cried, " I have not enough water 1" 
The executioners, who were always present to pre- 
vent victims from escaping, pushed her in farther to 
a deeper spot. 
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The conduct of the young and beautiful Mademoi- 
selle de Cuissardj who was led to death with an old 
female relative^ offers another remarkable proof of 
female purity and unselfish devotedness. She was 
on the boat at Nantes with her friend^ both patiently 
awaiting their fate^ when a republican officer^ ena- 
moured of the young girl, whom he wished to save, 
spent three hours, kneeling at her feet, and passionately 
entreating her to give him the power of delivering 
her by becoming his wife. He was young, hand- 
some, and his manners and feelings were evidently 
those of a gentleman. Moved, in spite of herself, at 
his persistency. Mademoiselle de Cuissard asked, " If 
I marry you, can you also save my friend ? " " Alas 1 " 
sadly replied the oflScer, " I can only save her whom 
I shall marry." " Then, farewell," replied the heroic 
girl ; and from that moment all his entreaties proved 
vain : she perished with her relative. Instances are, 
however, recorded in which, without any compromise 
of womanly honour or dignity, life was preserved, 
and not wantonly sacrificed. The most barbarous 
have moments of shame and remorse. 

Deceived by a false amnesty promised to the Ven- 
deans, Agathe de la Kochejaquelein came to Nantes. 
Instead of thus securing her freedom, she was imme- 
diately arrested and taken before Lamberty, the 
friend and accompUce of Carrier. He waa pleased 
with her appearance. ^* Are you afraid, brigande?" 
he asked. " No, general," she replied. ** Then 
when you feel fear, send for Lamberty." When 
Agathe apprehended that she was to be included in 
the noyades, she accordingly sent word to her pro- 
tector. He took her out alone with him on the Loire 
in a little boat, with a trap, which he had obtained 
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from Carrier for private murders. He wished to 
take a dishonourable advantage of her position^ and, 
when she refused to listen to him, threatened to 
drown her. She ran to the side of the boat, and 
showed him that she was ready to die. Struck with 
admiration at her courage, Lamberty exclaimed: 
" You are a brave girll I will save you." He ac- 
cordingly concealed her in the bottom of the boat, 
which he hid amongst some rushes by the river side. 
For eight days and nights she lay there unperoeived, 
but daily witnessing the executions of the condemned. 
A man of Nantes, named Sulivan, drew her from this 
perilous hiding-place, and took her home^ in order to 
pacify his wife by saving a prisoner. This man had 
betrayed his own brother to the republicans; the 
horror his wife had conceived for him since then 
preyed upon his mind, and he wished to appease her, 
and expiate his crime by performing some good deed. 
To how much unknown good did the gentle and 
purifying influence of woman lead in those evil 
days! The second retreat of Mademoiselle de la 
Kochejaquelein was soon discovered ; Lamberty was 
accused of the heinous crime of saving women from 
the noyades, and a friend of his, named Robin, took 
out Agathe on the river, in order to poniard her. 
She threw herself at his feet, and the charm of a pure, 
winning nature again prevailed. Kobin, instead of 
killing her, brought her back, and hid her : she was, 
however, again detected in her place of concealment, 
and this time was only saved by the close of the Reign 
of Terror. 

The town of Arras, then under the dominion of 
an apostate priest named Lebon, beheld scenes as 
fearful met with courage as imdannted. Lebon con- 
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verted the guiUotine into a permanent institution. 
The executioner sat at his table and shared his orgies. 
When his friend was engaged in the duties of bis 
office^ Lebon sat on a balcony^ from which he viewed 
the executions on the place below^ whilst a band^ 
engaged for that purpose^ played the Marseillaise or 
the Qb, Ira. Lebon frequently interrupted the exe- 
cutions, in order to prolong the tortures of the con- 
demned, by reading to them the bulletin of the 
victories gained by the republican annies. He did so 
once when two young Englishwomen were ascending 
the scaifold. " Aristocrats like you," said he, addressing 
them, ^^ must hear in their last moments the triumph 
of our armies." One of the two ladies, named Ma- 
dame Plunkett, turned towards him, and exckdmed 
indignantly : " Monster I we, though women, shall 
die courageously, but thou shalt die like a coward." 
The excess of tyranny, in which Lebon indulged 
with impunity, may be conjectured from the follow- 
ing circumstance. He was coming home one even- 
ing along the silent streets of Arras, reflecting on 
evil news he had received from the army, when he 
heard a young girl singing in one of the private 
houses. Irritated at this token of freedom and joy, 
he caused her to be apprehended and sent to the 
guillotine, with her mother, on the following day. 
A woman, with a child in her arms, saw them pass 
on to death. ^^ Thou art not more innocent than 
that poor young lady," said she, addressing the child, 
with an irresistible burst of pity and indignation. 
The remark was overheard, and reported to Lebon, 
who, without further judgment, sent the compas- 
sionate woman to share the fate of the victim she 
had so imprudently pitied. 
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When the Terror reigned thus inexorably In the 
provinces, it may be imagined that it did not spare 
Paris ; the seat of that dreadful tyranny which threat- 
ened to lay the country waste, and consign her most 
noble and most gifted children to the grave. But 
this oppressive power, which developed so much un- 
suspected evil in the human heart, also brought out 
the latent good. Madame le Jay, the grasping and 
apparently selfish mistress of Mirabeau, devoted her- 
self to almost certain death, in order to save proscribed 
men. After the 3 Ist of May, Condorcet, implicated in 
the ruin of the Girondists, found an asylum in the 
house of an obscure widow, named Madame Vemet. 
He remained with her eight months, during which 
his kind hostess constantly exerted herself to divert 
his melancholy, and sometimes playfully addressed 
him in little couplets, in which she exhorted him to 
bear his fate patiently. ^* I have never written any 
verses," said he to her one day, "but I think you will 
induce me to make the attempt." It was whilst re- 
siding beneath her roof that he composed an epistle, 
addressed to his wife, in which occur the two fine 
lines abeady quoted.* The beautiful Madame de Con- 
dorcet was now reduced to the necessity of painting 
the portraits of the Terrorists in order to obtain a 
livelihood. It was only by stealth that she could 
visit her husband in his retreat. His thoughts and 
feelings were almost entirely absorbed by her and 
their only child, a little girl five years of age. The 
ardent revolutionist could never mention the names 
of his wife and daughter without shedding tears. 
In the Avis d'un Pire Proscrity which he addressed to 
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his daughter^ he spoke to her with great tenderness 
of her mother's affection and superior mind. 

On learning the decree of the convention, which 
outlawed and included the proscribed and those who 
gave them a shelter in the same fate, Condorcet said 
to his hostess, " I must leave you : were I discovered 
here, this decree would place you beyond the pale 
of the law." " But not beyond that of humanity," 
replied this noble and undaunted woman. So urgent 
was she in her entreaties for him to remain, that Con- 
dorcet was obliged to escape from her house by stealth. 
He wandered for a few days about the country, but 
was soon discovered and imprisoned. He committed 
suicide with poison, which he always kept about him 
for that purpose* His wife was incarcerated soon 
after his deatL Her first task, when the Terror had 
ceased, was to collect and publish the writings Con- 
dorcet had composed during his seclusion. She sur- 
vived him many years, living in poverty and retire- 
ment, and faithful to the last to the republican prin- 
ciples of her husband. 

It was this devoted zeal of woman which irritated 
the tyrants of France, because it every day snatched 
new victims from their grasp. When Louvet, after 
leaving Madame Bouquey, reached Paris through in- 
numerable perils, he waa saved from certain death by 
the address and courage of the beautiful Lodolska, 
who afterwards became his wife. None of his friends 
would receive him ; he had no papers, no passport, no 
place in which he could lie concealed; the scaffold 
seemed his only destiny. Unaided, but supported by 
love, Lodoiska built him a hiding-place in a remote 
room, and so skilfully executed that it could never 
be detected by mere eyesight. Here, thanks to that 
asylum, he remained undiscovered^ until a favourable 
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opportunity occurred for him to make his escape to 
the frontiers. 

" When the proscribed of every party met after the 
9^ of Thermidor," observes Charles de Lacretelle, 
•*the name of woman was covered with universal 
benedictions." 

One man alone, the cold, sceptical ennuye Saint 
Lambert^ seemed to dissent from this general praise. 
Shortlv after the cessation of the Terror, he read to a 
circle of ladies a work in which he dealt somewhat 
severely with their sex. They reminded him of all 
that woman had done to soften the Reign of Terror. 
" Well then, mesdames," he replied with a sneer, ** I 
shall add to this chapter the remark, that women de- 
voted themselves when it was the fashion to do so." 
So spoke, in his old age, the man who had been loved 
with so much fervour and constancy by Madame du 
Chatelet and Madame d'Houdetot. 

The opinion of Louvet on this subject is of more 
wortL He had tested both the generosity and the 
harshness of woman. If Madame Bouquey had shel- 
tered him, another woman (a friend of Guadet, by 
whom her honour and fortune had formerly been 
saved) refused them a glass of water when Louvet 
sank in a swoon at her door ! Yet, notwithstanding 
this, it is thus Louvet speaks: '^Amidst all this 
degradation, it is consoling to declare, that even in 
France there still exist beings worthy of liberty. 
We found them especially amongst persons of that 
sex called frivolous and timid. It was from women 
that we received the most touching attentions, and 
that courageous aid a generous compassion knows 
not how to refuse to unmerited misfortunes." 

May women long deserve such noble praise t 
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CHAPTER IX. 

WOMAN IN THE FBISONS. 

Neteb, perhaps, did the capital of a civilized coun- 
tiy offer a spectacle like that which the prisons of 
Paris presented during the Keign of Terror. Whilst 
fierce and fanatic men, often repulsively coarse, nded 
the destinies of France, individuals most noble by 
birth, distinguished by station, or eminent by talent, 
were herded together in prisons, palaces, and private 
h6tels, and thence daily sent in batches (foumees) 
to the guillotine. The number of incarcerated sus" 
pects at one time amounted to 11,400. 

Princes of the blood, generals, statesmen, orators, 
handsome and fashionable ladies, nuns, men of let- 
ters, priests, actors, and dignitaries of the church, 
met in these abodes of death, as ardently tenacious 
of former passions and privileges as they were care- 
lessly indifferent to the present. It was only in 
a few external circumstances that this social world 
differed from the gay and frivolous circles of the 
eighteenth century. Women, regaining all the 
power so ruthlessly broken in their hands by the 
great drama of the Bevolution, once more gave the 
tone, and ruled coteries. The mania for sentiment 
had somewhat gone by; brilliant and caustic wit. 
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literary discussions and Epicurean philosophy, re- 
called the palmy days and sway of Mesdames de 
Tencin and du Deffand. The imprisoned aristo- 
cracy of France laughed at the revolutionary scaf- 
fold ; as^ under royal rule^ it had laughed at lettres 
de cachet and the bastille : it trifled with deaths as 
it was its wont to trifle with everything : the same 
daring and frivolous race whom no suffering could sub- 
due or render grave. There was in reality as much 
pride as levity in this careless bearing: it was the 
last haughty defiance of the conquered noble to 
his plebeian oppressor ; and more plainly than with 
words did it to the exasperated terrorists seem to 
say, " Send us to death: do your worst; we can 
still brave both your power and you." 

Certain knowledge of the fate to which the sus' 
pects were doomed, their great number, the diflSculty 
of escape, and the rare instances in which it was 
attempted by captives to whom France had become 
a vast prison-house, rendered the gaolers easy and 
tolerant. The prisoners were permitted to meet 
freely, and to regulate their amusements and occupa- 
tions. They generally elected presidents, who dis- 
tributed the daily tasks, and saw that they were 
properly performed. Some lit the fires, others swept 
the rooms and made the beds ; a few prepared their 
own food : the wealthy had their meals brought in 
to them from their houses, or sent in by a restau- 
rateur ; and large sums were spent by the captives 
in procuring for themselves the delicacies of the sea- 
son. The poor were generally fed at the expense of 
their richer companions: the gaolers recommended 
needy sans-culottes to the care of opulent aristocrats, 
who generously provided for them. The wealth of 
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a d'devant was thus ascertained by the number of 
prisoners he maintained; and as much pride was 
displayed in this singular luxury as had been shewn 
in the laqueys, horses^ and mistresses a noble for-_ 
merly kept, chiefly for purposes of ostentation. The \ 
same spirit which had governed the saloons of the I 
old regime ruled in the prisons of the new one. 
Aristocratic distinctions were rigorously kept up. 
The nobles addressed one another by their respec- 
tive titles : unless in the presence of the gaolers, 
when they took care to use the consecrated terms of 
citoyen and citoyenne. They formed circles, from 
which the roturiers, with whom they might the very 
next day ascend the guillotine, were sedulously ex- 
cluded. All the formalities of good breeding were 
carefully preserved : gentlemen gave up their seats, 
of which there was a scarcity, to the ladies, and 
stood, entertaining them gallantly; polite invita- I 
tions to dinner were sent from Corridor Frimaire to 
Corridor Floreal. 

There was even no dearth of amusements in this 
strange world. It was generally in the afternoon 
that the prisoners met; when the court-yards of 
the Luxembourg, of Saint-Lazare, and several 
other prisons, exhibited almost as much gaiety as the 
most fashionable places of Parisian resort. In the 
palace of the Luxembourg, then converted into a 
prison, the captives often assembled in an ante- 
chamber commanding a view of the fine gardens 
below, where their friends and relatives daily 
gathered to obtain a distant glimpse of those they 
loved. The severity of the sentinels generally de- 
prived the prisoners of this consolation; but grief 
or care had little power over this light-hearted race. 
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The scene in the ante-chamber was animated and 
gay : ladies brought their work^ old nobles sat apart 
in earnest conversation, while the young walked 
up and down the room, or gathered into laughing 
groups. At one end of the gallery three chairs 
were disposed so as to represent a guillotine; this 
was a game invented by the ladies of the Luxem- 
bourg. Surrounded by a circle of spectators, who 
blamed or applauded them according to their success, 
they imitated faithfully the last moments of the 
condemned; and, like the Roman gladiators, thus 
studied how to die gracefully. A similar game was 
invented and followed by the Girondists in the 
Conciergerie. 

These images of death seemed to enhance the 
brief pleasures of the captives: it was because 
they were to die that they would enjoy existence 
to the last. Never were the voluptuous precepts of 
Horace more faithfully obeyed: the mock guillo- 
tine threw no damp on the mirthful scene around. 
Appointments were made for music and card-parties 
in the evening, for lectures on astronomy, chemis- 
try, and other sciences, to be delivered by captive 
savants, or for literary readings, epigrams, bouts- 
rimes^ and acted charades. The ladies dressed for 
these soirees as carefully as their reduced wardrobes 
allowed, the gentlemen were assiduous and polite ; 
open flirtations were carried on, and sincere affec- 
tions often sprang up in these dens of terror. Some 
of the ladies, who had formerly ruled the gay world, 
now swayed in a prison their light sceptre. Sad 
Madame de Condorcet, in widow's weeds, cared little 
for her former power; but the witty and caustic 
Madame de Coigny, the foe of Cardinal de Brienne 
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and Marie- Antoinette^ failed not to exercise her 
capricious rule in Saint-Lazare. Near her appeared 
her daughter^ whose grace and loveliness inspired the 
poet Andr6 Chenier with a fervent passion^ which he 
expressed in the exquisite verses entitled " La Jeune 
Captive." He perished the day before the fall of 
Robespierre ; Mademoiselle de Coigny survived the 
Reign of Terror. 

The deaths of those around them interfered little 
with the pleasures of the prisoners : they were not 
selfishly indifferent ; they only knew that their own 
turn would soon come: that to be guillotined was 
the common fate. Without this seemingly reckless 
spirit^ how could they have endured the hours of their 
captivity — ^for horrible it was in reality — beheld their 
friends and relatives daily torn from them to be led 
to death; and yet have lived on and betrayed no 
weakness ? It was generally when the prisoners were 
assembled together, when the scene of gaiety was at 
its height, when projects were making for the mor- 
row, and the love of a day was being indulged, that 
some drunken gaoler came to read the long list of 
victims. A deep, hushed silence immediately pre- 
vailed : it seemed as though on the approach of this 
herald of death, the breathing of life had suddenly 
become suspended. As he slowly spelled over every 
name, those who were thus summoned to trial — and 
they knew that trial signified death — calmly bade 
their friends fareweU, and came forward. Others 
inmiediately took their places in the game or con- 
versation left unfinished by their departure. A few 
delayed in order to write, on the table where they 
had partaken of their last repast, some poetical adieu. 
The most beautiful and touching of these effusions is 
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tliat which the poet Boucher^ the beloved friend of 
Mademoiselle de Lespinasse^ addressed to his wife 
and children^ on sending them his portrait drawn by 
a fellow-prisoner : 

^ Ne T0U9 ^tonnez point objets ch^ris et doux, 
Si quelque air de tristesse obscurcit mon visage, 
Lorsqu^une main sayante dessina cette image, 
LVchafaud m*attendait et je songeais k tous/* 

The ignorance of the gaolers^ the indifference^ and 
often the generosity of the prisoners^ led to constant 
mistakes of identity. A young man of twenty was 
guillotined " for having a son among the emigres.'* 
The old dowager Duchess of Biron^ and her daughter- 
in-law, the widow of the duke, formerly Count of 
Lauzun, and who has abeady been introduced in 
these pages as the Countess Am^lie, perished instead 
of their steward. The two ladies were confined 
together in the Luxembourg; the gaoler received 
a list, containing the name of Biron : ^^ But there 
are two of them," said he to the gendarme, waiting 
with the cart. ^* Then bring them both." The list 
had come at a later hour than usual ; the old mar^- 
chale was at supper ; she calmly concluded her meal 
whilst the other prisoners were preparing ; when all 
was ready, she took up her book of devotion, and 
departed cheerfully. She was guillotined, with her 
daughter-in-law, the next day. A similar error gave 
the Countess of Maill6 an opportunity of displaying 
her nobleness of mind. On hearing the name of 
Maill^ called out by the gaoler, she stepped forth 
from the ranks of the prisoners, but observed, that 
though the surname which had been read was hers, 
the christian name prefixed to it was not. She waa 
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asked to designate the person to wliom it referred ; 
silence was her only reply. On being pressed to say, 
at leasts where that person — ^her sister-in-law — ^might 
be found, she answered, " I do not desire death, but 
I prefer it a thousand times to the shame of saving 
myself at the expense of another. I am ready to 
follow you.** Struck with her magnanimity, the com- 
missary who had come to fetch the prisoners away, 
spared her. This forbearance saved her life. 

When gaolers, gendarmes, and prisoners, all were 
gone, when the rolling of the cart which bore the 
latter to death had subsided in the distance, the 
prisoners recovered from their momentary gravity. 
The light jest, the caustic repartee, the gay trifling 
were resumed, and the himi of conversation once 
more filled the hall : or the courtyard, whichever it 
might be. Few regrets were given to the departed ; 
those who had been spared to-day knew not whether 
their hour might not come on the morrow. After 
the introduction of the republican calendar, the tenth 
of every Decade was consecrated to repose : no 
trials or executions took place on Decadi. When 
the prisoners, therefore, reached the day on which 
even the guillotine rested, they knew that they had 
at least twenty-four hours more to live. Years of 
life were never hailed with more joy than was this 
brief respite : throughout all the prisons of Paris 
Decadi was kept as a day of festivity and glad- 
ness ; as another resting-place between life and the 
scaffold. 

At no epoch, during the whole of the eighteenth 
century, was female influence so clearly displayed, 
as at this period in the prisons, and over the aspect 
of prison life. The levity, the recklessness, the aim 
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at effect, the heroism with which the prifloners met t 
their fate, were not only distinctive attributes of the 
national character, but also traits strongly illustrating 
the influence which woman had ever exercised, and 
which she possessed over it stilL This power was, as 
formerly, one of mingled good and evil : if it often 
led men to meet death with unbecoming levity, it also 
made them encounter it in a brave and undaunted 
mood. The peculiar heroism of woman — endurance — 
seemed imparted by her to all those near whom she 
came. This courage was at the same time theatrical 
and sincere. Women who asked Fouquier Tinville 
for death, provided themselves with rouge, in order 
not to look pale on the scaffold: this precaution 
was often adopted by prisoners of both sexes. Other 
ladies kept awake at night, lest, in case they were 
suddenly called to trial, they should betray any 
weakness. To suffer with true, calm courage, was 
not enough: there was scorn of tricotteuses and 
insulting Jacobins to brave, on the way to the guillo- 
tine ; inquiring looks of fellow-prisoners to meet ; a 
part to act before alL 

This haughty levity was not, however, the only 
feature of female influence in the prisons. Many 
pure-minded women, who had kept themselves free 
from the corruption of the age, had found in holy 
knowledge truer lessons of death than those to be 
derived &om the game of the guillotine. Calm, 
resigned, affecting not more courage than their 
hearts could feel, they awed even professed sceptics 
into veneration. With words of gentle and eloquent 
persuasion, the widow of the Count of Clermont 
Tonnere subdued the proud spirit of the philosopher 
La Harpe. Convinced by her arguments and ex* 



COUNTESS OF NOAILLES. 273 

ample^ he became a fervent and sincere Christian; 
remaining so until his death, which did not occur 
until several years afterwards. The young and pious 
Countess of Noailles was generally called the angel 
of the prison. None of her fellow-captives could 
behold or approach her without emotion and respect. 
In her deep humility, she saw nothing of this. She 
was tried and condemned. Some one urged her to 
take some repose. *^ How can one sleep on the eve 
of eternity?" she replied. And she spent in vigil 
and prayer the last night of a life as pure as it had 
been brief. Whilst the worldly minded gave them- 
selves up to whatever dissipation their gloomy place 
of sojourn could afford, the piously inclined assembled 
apart to pray. It was at four in the afternoon, the 
hour of the executions, that they met together to 
read the solemn prayers for the dying. In the 
course of the evening, they met again to pray for 
the souls of the dead, according to the ritual of the 
Catholic Church. Youths and maidens scarcely verg- 
ing from childhood knelt there by the side of grey- 
headed old age, listening silently to the exhortation 
of the priest — some doomed captive like them — and 
who, whilst reminding them of those that were gone, 
failed not to bid them prepare for their own ap- 
proaching fate. These religious rites, strictly for- 
bidden to the free, were not interdicted by the 
gaolers to their captives. ** We let him live," said 
Fouquier Tinville, of the Abb6 Emery, incarcerated 
in the Conciergerie, ^^ because, by his gentleness and 
good advice, he chk^ks more murmurs and more 
tumult in our prisons, than we could with the help 
of the gendarmes and the guillotine." 
Thus, some with reckless levity, others with re- 
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ligious resignation, but all with courage, met their 
fiite. The heroism of the women is universally 
acknowledged to have surpassed that of the men. 
The levity to which we have alluded did not ex- 
clude the highest and most noble qualities. Of all 
the women who perished during the Reign of Terror, 
one only, Madame du Barry, knew not how to die 
courageously. She was safe in England, assisting 
the emigrated nobles, when she resolved to return to 
France, to possess herself of the treasures she had 
hidden at Luciennes ; without which she could not 
continue her generous task. She came, was betrayed 
by her favourite negro Zamore, taken before the 
tribunal, and condemned. Horror-struck at her fate^ 
she wept bitterly on going to the guillotine, and 
passionately entreated the people to save her. Heed- 
less of the example and remonstrances of those who 
were going to die with her, she continued to wring 
her hands and to bewail her fate ; she struggled with 
the executioner on reaching the scaffold, and filled 
the whole Place de la Bevolution with agonizing 
shrieks. 

Would that many had died thus : would that the 
scaffold had not become a stage for victims to perish 
with courage so silent and so stem, that the crowd 
below saw not the horror of their fate. If tears and 
lamentations^ like those of this weak woman, had 
come from the carts which daily rolled along the 
streets, bearing their load of victims : if shrieks and 
cries for mercy like hers had resounded from the 
scaffold, then the terror would have been known 
for what it was, — sl butchery; then it would not, 
it could not, have endured so long. But there 
seemed to exist a secret struggle between the crowd 
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and the condemned, aa to who should be more relent- 
less, and who more defying : beings most opposed 
in feeling and opinions, united all in the same in- 
stinctive and unbending contempt of death and theit 
oppressors. 

Nothing is more characteristic, in the aspect of the 
prisons of this period, than the rapid succession in 
which individuals of every rank of life, and every 
political creed, passed through them on their brief 
journey : all tending to the same bourne — ^the scaf- 
fold. 

Two days after the execution of Madame Roland, 
Olympe de Gonges — a woman far inferior to her in 
character and talent, but not without some political 
and literary notoriety — ^like her, left the Conciergerie 
for the guillotine. At the age of thirty-eight, when 
her beauty and the successes it had procured to her 
were both gone, Olympe de Gonges, took the title of 
''woman of letters," and published several dra- 
matic and political works. Seized with what may 
be called the revolutionary fever of the times, she 
covered the walls of Paris with affiches signed with 
her name. It is asserted, though the fact may well 
be doubted, that Olympe was so illiterate as not 
to know even how to read, and to be compelled to 
dictate her compositions to various secretaries. Her 
writings bear traces of a facility bordering on impro- 
visation. Bursts of real eloquence are disfigured by 
evident want of taste, extravagance, and absurdity ; 
but many of her reflections are just and sound, and 
show both originality and power. She wrote on 
almost every subject; chiefly on the emancipation 
and political rights of women. Her views on the 
great events passing before her changed constantly. 

T 2 
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She yiolentlj opposed the king^ and -when he was 
brought to trial had the courage to propose to defend 
him: a task which fear had induced the celebrated 
counsel Target to decline. After the death of Louis 
XVI., Olympe de Gonges attached herself to the 
Girondists: the fall of this party exasperated her, and 
she attacked Marat, Bobespierre, and the Jacobins^ 
in the most daring manner. She was immediately 
arrested, and tried by the revolutionary tribunal. She 
defended herself with courage and dignity ; but on 
hearing the verdict of the jury against her, her forti- 
tude seemed to desert her, and she said, " My ene- 
mies shall not have the pleasure of seeing my blood 
shed : I am with child, and shall give a citoyen or cito^ 
yenne to the republic." This assertion was disbelieved 
at the time, and was ascertained to be false. On learn- 
ing that her sentence would be carried into execution, 
Olympe recovered her firmness: *^ Children of the 
fatherland," said she, from the guillotine to the 
crowd below, ^* you will avenge my death." 

Madame Roland and Olympe de Gonges were not 
solitary instances of women who perilled, though 
noted for their attachment to the revolutionary prin- 
ciples. The amiable Madame Laviolette had not 
only embraced with passionate ardour the doctrines 
of an era which she considered one of freedom and 
happiness for humanity, but she also devoted herself 
to the care of the soldiers wounded in defending the 
frontiers of France. Falsely accused— for what mo- 
tive is not known — ^by her husband, she was brought 
before the tribunal of Paris, and soon condemned 
to death. She heard her sentence with feelings of 
relief: the bitter deceptions of her brief existence 
had rendered it odious to her. Calling one of the 
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prisoners to her window, she said to him, on the 
evening of her condemnation : " Look at me ; I am 
calm. Assure your friends that I shall die worthy 
of them.'' 

Victims more touching than those of political 
opinion were frequently incarcerated for some gene- 
rous deed or act of womanly love. When old General 
Custine appeared before the tribunal, a young and 
beautiful woman might be seen sitting at his feet, 
sustaining his courage, and, by her calm devotedness, 
softening even the judges of that tribunal of blood. 
This lady was Madame de Custine, daughter-in-law 
of the general ; by whom she had often been harshly 
treated in the days of his prosperity. The threats of 
those who had resolved upon the death of the general, 
and who dreaded her influence, could not terrify 
her away. All her spare time was spent in visiting 
and soliciting the members of the tribunal, and of 
the committee of public safety. Her ardent zeal 
and presence of mind would have secured her father- 
in-law's acquittal, if it had then been possible for a 
man once accused not to be condemned. Madame 
de Custine was very nearly meeting the fate of 
Madame de Lamballe, on the spot where that un- 
fortunate princess had perished. She had left the 
hall where the trial of her relative took place, and 
was descending alone the steps of La Force ; a silent 
crowd, of menacing aspect, gradually closed around 
her ; an exclamation, or even a token of fear, and 
she was lost: she bit her lips until the blood came, 
in order to prevent herself from turning pale. On 
her path was a hideous poissarde, with an iiifant in 
her arms : Madame de Custine paused and admired 
it. The woman understood her: ^^Take it>" said 
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she, presenting the child^ " you will give it back 
to me below." Madame de Custine obeyed, and, 
protected by that shield, descended the steps in 
safety : when she had reached the street she returned 
the child to its mother, without daring to murmur 
thanks, which might have been dangerous to both. 

The condemnation and death of her father-in-law 
were not the last trials of this devoted woman. 
Bcr husband was soon afterwards thrown into prison. 
Hopeless of an acquittal, she planned his escape. 
For the sum of thirty thousand francs in gold, and a 
pension of two thousand livres, a daughter of the 
gaoler, named Louise, was to let the prisoner escape. 
Their measures were aU taken, when M. de Custine 
learned that Louise, by thus aiding him, would incur 
the penalty of death. From that moment nothing 
could induce him to accede to the proposed plan* 
His wife wept and entreated him in vain. Louise 
knelt at his feet, offering to give up the reward and 
follow him and Madame de Custine wherever they 
went ; he remained inflexible, still preferring death to 
the shame of saving his life at the expense of another. 
Scarcely had Madame de Custine become a widow, 
when 8he was in her turn thrown into prison ; but 
her beauty, her devotedness, and her misfortunes, had 
given her a friend amongst one of the Jacobins who 
happened to be brought in contact with her. A 
mason, named Jerome, resolved to save her. He had 
free access to Fouquier Tinville's office. Every day 
for six months he failed not once to place her act of 
accusation the last on the list. He thus saved her 
life. After the fall of Robespierre, Jer6me was com* 
pelled to hide, and Madame de Custine was set at 
liberty. She fell ill, and Jerome, who knew it, sent 



EXECUTION OF FOUBTEBN GIRLS. 279 

her servant money wherewith to support her mistress 
and her child. Events subsequently enabled Madame 
de Custine to favour the escape of her benefactor from 
the kingdom. 

Such instances of generosity or kindness from the 
Terrorists were by no means rare. The author 
Bitanbe was treated with some leniency in his prison, 
because one of the turnkeys, who daily sent to the 
scaffold the prisoners he disliked, had read his tale of 
Joseph^ which he said ** made him weep.** As the Reign 
of Terror progressed, even the men by whom it had 
been established began to look upon their work with 
dread and horror. The executions daily assumed a 
more revolting character. Fourteen young girls, the 
eldest of whom was not eighteen years of age, were 
sent to the scaffold at once. Their crime was having 
assisted at a ball given by their parents, the chief in- 
habitants of the town, when Verdun surrendered to 
the Prussians. For this the tribunal of Paris con- 
demned them to die. They were incarcerated in the 
Conciergerie, where their youth and modest beauty 
interested all the other prisoners in their favour. 
The manner in which they spent the last day of their 
life confirms a remark applicable to the whole female 
sex; who, during the Reign of Terror, thought far less 
of their fate than of the means by which it might be 
met with decency. Guided by this ^* ruling passion 
strong in death," the maidens of Verdun, on the eve 
of their execution, calmly prepared their garments 
for the morrow, so that they might be spared a blush 
even on the scaffold. They were conveyed all in one 
cart to the guillotine. A murmur of pity arose in the 
crowd as they passed through it, modest and beautiful 
in their white garments, as if attired for a festival 
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They died with a serenity more touching than the 
sternest courage. The execution of these innocent 
victims created a deep feeling of horror in the prison 
they had left "On the day which followed their 
death," observes the prisoner Biouffe, ** the court of 
the women looked like a garden which a storm has 
bereft of its fairest flowers." 

To a woman, pure, beautiful, and courageous, be- 
longs the honour of the first protest raised against 
this infamous tyranny. The handsome and eloquent 
Lucile Duplessis poured into the soul of her husband, 
Camille Desmoulins, the fervent sympathy with the 
oppressed, and the hatred of their tyrants, which 
burned in her own. It was to the wife whom he so 
tenderly loved that Camille owed death, and a fame 
more pure than he had yet won. Guilty of having, in the 
eloquent pages of the '* Vieux Cordelier," proposed the 
substitution of a tribunal of clemency to one of blood, 
he was sent to the Luxembourg, to share the fate of 
those he had wished to save. On entering his prison, 
he exclaimed, with a sigh, " I die for having shed a 
few tears over the unhappy." During his brief cap- 
tivity, he thought of nothing save Lucile and their 
child. He spent his days in writing her the most 
touching letters — which still exist, with the traces of 
his tears — and in watching her in the gardens below. 
After his condemnation it was still of her fate that he 
thought : happy, even in his misery, not to suspect 
what that fate would be. He died clasping a lock of 
her hair, and uttering the name of Lucile. His blood 
still stained the revolutionary scaffold, when the 
prisoners whom he had left in the Conciergerie be- 
held his widow appear amongst them. Pale and 
drooping, but still surpassingly beautiful even in her 
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agonizing sorrow, she looked like one bowed down by 
an. overwhelming calamity, and to whom the grave 
alone can yield repose. The prisoners gazed on her 
as she wandered over the prison with unsettled looks, 
or sat apart sad and desolate, and they felt that for 
her at least it would be well to die. Gentle to the 
last, notwithstanding the bitterness of her grief, she 
endeared herself to all. She shunned no one, but 
avoided consolation. She consorted chiefly with a 
young nun, who, on the opening of the revolution, 
had left her convent and married Hebert, the infamous 
author of the " P6re Duchesne." Before he perished 
himself, Camille Desmoulins had by his sarcasms 
ruined Hebert, and brought him to the scaffold. 

The widows of the two foes now met in the court- 
yard of the prison, and, sitting down on the same 
stone, wept together over their misfortunes. The 
widow of Hebert foresaw her fate, but thought 
that Lucile Desmoulins, so innocent and so pure, 
could not be condemned. "You are happy," she 
often said to her; "there is nothing against you: 
you will be acquitted." Lucile knew this was impos* 
sible : " They will kill me as they have killed him," 
was her answer ; " let them : I know the blood of 
woman has never been shed in vain." She heard her 
condemnation with serenity, and, like most of the 
victims of that disastrous period, attired herself in 
white to go to the scaffold. She preserved a cheerful 
bearing, conversing with her companions, and parti- 
cularly with the widow of Hebert, as she went along. 
Her courage and her youthful beauty fiUed all those 
who gazed on her with admiration and sorrow. " How 
beautiful she looks I what a pity!" were the excla- 
mations which arose upon her path. At the foot of 
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the scaffold she tenderly embraced the widow of 
Hubert, bade her other companions farewell^ and 
submitted to her fate with meek resignation* A 
beautiful, touching victim of woman^s holiest feelings, 
— compassion and love. 

The efforts Camille Desmoulins had made to stay 
the course of the Reign of Terror seemed only to 
accelerate its progress. Whole generations were 
swept away at once. The virtuous Malesherbes, 
then more than eighty years of age, the courageous 
defender of Louis XVI., the humane minister 
whose first act of power had been to deliver pri- 
soners unjustly detained, was cast into prison, with 
his sister, his daughter, his son-in-law, his grand- 
daughter and her husband, M. de Chateaubriand, 
brother of the late celebrated author. The cheerful 
serenity of Malesherbes, and the devotedness of 
Madame de Kosambeau, his daughter, excited the 
admiration of all the prisoners in the Conciergerie, 
where this family were confined. Madame de Ro- 
sambeau seemed to have forgotten every earthly 
object save her aged father. As the family pro- 
ceeded, with other prisoners, to the tribunal, they 
met M. de Sombreuil — who had been reincarcerated 
— leaning on the arm of his daughter. The first 
time this heroic girl had appeared before the other 
prisoners, every look became fixed upon her and 
filled with tears. On beholding her now, Madame 
de Bosambeau observed, — " You have had the glory 
of saving your father; I shall have the consolation 
of dying with mine." 

Amongst those who shared the fate of the Male- 
sherbes family, were two celebrated political antago- 
nists, Chapelier and d'Esprenuil, and two ladies of 
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the old noblesse^ the Duchess of Grammont, sister 
of the minister Choiseul^ and Madame du Chatelet, 
widow of the celebrated Madame du Chatelet's only 
son^ who had been guillotined a few months before. 
When these two ladies appeared before the revo- 
lutionary tribunal, the haughty Madame de Gram- 
mont behaved with great firmness and courage. She 
was accused of having sent money and linen to the 
qneen after the 10th of August; she disdained to 
deny this honourable circumstance : *^ I will not 
purchase my life at the cost of an untruth," was her 
only justification. Madame du Chatelet, a calm, 
gentle woman, sought not to make any defence, but 
awaited her fate in silent submission. Reckless of 
herself, Madame de Grammont thought only of her 
friend : " That you should seek my death," she pas- 
sionately exclaimed, addressing her judges — ^^ since 
I despise and hate you, since I would have roused 
all Europe against you, if I could — that you should 
send me to the scaffold, is only natural. But what 
did this angel," she added, pointing to her friend, 
*^ ever do to you ? She, who always bore every- 
thing without complaint, and whose whole existence 
has been marked by actions of kindness and hu- 
manity ?" This courageous appeal proved vain ; but 
it was not thrown away on the memory of Madame 
de Grammont: that ^^ Amazonian, fierce, haughty 
dame,"* over whose character this one little trait 
shed a noble and generous light. On the 22nd of April 
1774, Malesherbes, his family, the Duchess of Gram- 
mont, Madame du Chatelet, and several other indi- 
viduals, fourteen in all, were conveyed in two carts 

♦ Walpole. 
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to the place of execution. Madame de Rosambeau 
supported her father^ near whom she was seated: 
she embraced him frequently, and, heedless of her 
own approaching end, wept over his fate. When 
the executioner parted them on the scaffold she 
passionately exclaimed, , *^ Wretch 1 would you mur- 
der my father?" 

A few days after this barbarous execution, the 
Princess Elizabeth appeared before the revolutionary 
tribunal, and closed the list of royal victims. The 
almost unearthly serenity of her mind through 
every sorrow, her heavenly piety and calm love- 
liness, could not soften the tyrants of France. Free 
from ambition, from intrigue and weakness, she was 
stainless, even in the eyes of those who pronounced 
her condemnation. On the night of the 9th of May 
she was separated from her niece, and scarcely 
allowed time to bid her farewelL Her trial began 
at an early hour on the 10th. Twenty-four persons 
were tried with her; amongst them was the whole 
family of Brienne: with the exception of the car- 
dinal, who committed suicide on being arrested. 
Madame de Montmorin and her son, and several 
courtiers and ladies of the aristocracy, were included 
in the act of accusation against Madame Elizabeth. 
^* She need not complain," observed Fouquier Tin- 
ville, alluding to this circumstance ; " surrounded 
by this faithful old noblesse she can, even at the 
foot of the guillotine, still fancy herself at Ver- 
sailles." Madame Elizabeth answered her accusers 
with the calm dignity of her character. The aspect 
of death seemed to have made her resume the pride 
of rank, which she had always discarded in life. On 
being asked her name, she replied, ^^ Elizabeth of 
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France, sister of Louis XYL, and annt of Lonis 
XVIL, your king." The judge called Louis XVI. 
a tyrant. An indignant flush overspread the fea- 
tures of the gentle princess. ** If my brother had 
been a tyrant," she replied, " you would not be here; 
nor should I be judged by you to-day." She heard 
her sentence without emotion, and serenely pre- 
pared herself for death. One of the young women 
condemned with her not being provided with a 
suitable covering for her bosom, Madame Elizabeth 
tore her own fichu in two, and gave her half. Such 
was the universal veneration she inspired, that when 
her hair was cut off, the persons condemned with 
her, and even the executioners, took and shared it 
with one another, like some precious relic. 

Amongst those who accompanied the princess to 
the scaffold was the Marchioness Crussol d'Usez 
d'Amboise; a weak, timorous woman who could 
never sleep unless two waiting-women were in the 
same room with her, and whom the sight of a mouse 
or a spider threw into agonies of fear. But the aspect 
of death, instead of terrifying this frivolous being, 
made her display a singular amount of firmness and 
courasre. In the cart which led her to execution, 
she only thought of testifying to the princess her 
respect and attachment. 

Madame Elizabeth, touched by this attention in 
such a moment, expressed to her the regret she 
felt at not being able to show her sense of her 
kindness. **If your royal highness would conde- 
scend to kiss me," said the marchioness, " I should 
think myself most happy." " Very willingly, mar- 
quise," replied Madame Elizabeth, and she embraced 
not only her but all the condemned ladies, as they 
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passed her one by one before ascending the scaffold. 
Her turn did not come until twenty-four heads had 
fallen beneath the knife; the executioner then ap* 
preached her^ and^ as her hands were bound, removed 
the handkerchief which covered her bosom. A deep 
blush suffused the features of the modest princess : 
*^In the name of your mother 1" she said, with much 
emoticm, "cover me." The man silently obeyed, 
and, without further remonstrance, she ascended the 
ladder, and submitted to her fate. 

Of all the victims of the revolution, Madame 
Elizabeth was one of the most guiltless: her sole 
crime was the royal blood which flowed in her veins, 
and the devoted attachment she had ever felt for 
her unhappy brother. 

As the Reign of Terror drew to a close, it assumed 
a more gloomy and fearful character. The law of the 
22nd of Prairial denied defenders to the accused, and 
authorized the jury to convict without evidence; 
the prisoners were treated with increased rigour: 
kind-hearted turnkeys were supplanted by men who 
had served as egorgeurs in the provinces; captives 
were transferred from one prison to another, in 
order to break whatever social ties they might have 
formed; they were no longer allowed to procure 
their own food, but were reduced to one wretched 
nieal in the twenty-four hours. This repast, taken in 
common, was called the gamelle. Even the mode in 
which they were summoned to death invested their 
fate with new terrors. 

The sight of so many victims daily conveyed from 
the various prisons of Paris to that last fatal one— 
the Conciergerie — at length raised pity in the hearts 
of the people. To avoid this, the hour of removal 
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was clianged. The trampling of horses, and the 
heavy rolling wheels of the long, covered carts des- 
tined to convey them away, now roused the prisoners 
at dead of night. They awoke with a start, and 
listened with beating hearts to the harsh voices of 
the turnkeys, angrily resounding through every 
gallery and corridor, as they summoned the devoted 
ones to rise for their last journey. Husbands were 
thus torn from their wives, mothers from their chil- 
dren, without the indulgence of a last farewell. A 
hundred and sixty-nine prisoners were taken away 
in one night, from the Luxembourg alone. It was 
not until the mournful procession had left, until 
the gloomy prison had once more relapsed into 
silence, that the surviving prisoners felt, with a sigh 
of relief, they had yet another day to live. 

The introduction of spies amongst them completed 
the misery of the prisoners. An unsuccessful at- 
tempt which Lucile Desmoulins had made to effect 
the liberation of her husband, was taken as the 
proof of a vast conspiracy existing against the Re- 
public in all the prisons. Informers, technically 
called moutons, were commissioned to detect this 
supposed plot, and make up lists of victims. When- 
ever Fouquier Tinville wanted what he termed a 
** new batch," a conspiracy was invented. The pre- 
sence of these spies, who were soon known by their 
insolence, checked that freedom of intercourse the 
prisoners had hitherto enjoyed. Amusements were 
abandoned ; all gaiety was gone ; the prisoners walked 
about their abode with careworn aspect and looks of 
silent horror. They anxiously waited for the papers, 
to read with avidity, not the news for which the busy 
world might care, — with these they had done, — ^but 
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the long daily list of the guillotined. Their fate when 
they were transferred to the Conciergerie for condem- 
nation was more gloomy still. They were there 
herded in infectious dungeons, still stained with the 
blood shed in the massacres of September, and built 
around the wide court-yard ; a portion of which had 
remained unpaved since the stones were taken up 
for the murdered dead to be buried on the spot 
where they had fallen. Towards three in the after- 
noon, the long procession of the condemned descended 
from the tribunal, and passed, with a firm step and 
sedate bearing, beneath a long gloomy vault, on 
either side of which stood rows of their fellow- 
prisoners, watching them with eager and morbid 
interest. Thirty-five members of the parliament of 
Paris, thirty-two farmers-general, and twenty-five 
merchants of Sedan, passed beneath that vault on 
their way to the scaffold. Seventy victims were sent 
to death at once, under the pretence that they were 
all implicated in the imaginary conspiracy of Cecile 
Renaud. This young girl called one morning on 
Robespierre, and asked to see him; his landlady 
thought her manner suspicious ; she caused her to be 
arrested, and a small knife was found in the basket 
6he carried on her arm: she said that her object 
in asking to see Robespierre *^ was to see the shape of 
a tyrant." The knife found on her, and this reply, 
were taken as proofs of her design to assassinate 
the Dictator. Her parents, her brothers, old M. de 
Sombreuil, the family of Sainte Amaranthe, and 
other individuals, sixty-nine in all, were involved 
in her ruin. Madame de Saint Amaranthe was a 
witty and beautiful royalist lady, whose daughter, 
more beautiful still, married M. de Sartines. They 
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had passed safely through the worst part of the Reign 
of Terror, gathering around them whatever was left 
of the once brilliant Parisian world of fashion. The 
advice of a friend, and their own inclination, led them 
to court the intimacy of Robespierre, and to become 
initiated in the mystic sect of Catherine Theos; which, 
from his manifest leaning towards religious principles, 
he was supposed to favour. 

Catherine Th6os, "the mother of God," as she 
called herself, was a fanatic old woman, who, assisted 
by Dom Gerle, a monk of the Chartreuse, attempted 
to found a sect, and foretold the advent of a new 
Messiah. These visionaries and their disciples en- 
tertained the most profound respect for Robespierre. 

The committee of public safety had beheld with 
disgust the fHe which Robespierre instituted in 
honour of the Supreme Being. The extravagant 
doctrines and strange ceremonies of Catherine Theos 
gave them an opportunity of covering him with 
ridicule. The old fanatic and her disciples were 
accordingly incarcerated, as accomplices of Cecile 
Renaud, whom they had never seen. Robespierre, 
who had displayed towards Madame de Sainte Ama- 
ranthe and her daughter a courteous admiration, 
verging on friendship, protested, but in vain, against 
their arrest. They endured their fate with courage 
and resignation. One day Madame de Sainte Ama- 
ranthe learned, falsely as it afterwards appeared, 
that M. de Sartines had been executed : going up to 
her daughter she said, " Your husband is no more ; 
we shall probably follow him to-morrow to the scaf- 
fold: no tears, — ^this is no time for softness, — we 
must prepare to meet with courage an inevitable 
fate." A day passed, and they were not summoned 

VOL. IT. u 
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to the tribunaL At eleven o'clock on the following 
nighty an usher entered her room, and told her 
she was wanted below : ** And are we not wanted 
too ?" anxiously asked her son and daughter. " Cer- 
tainly," was the reply. They threw themselves 
into the arms of their mother, exclaiming, in a trans- 
port of joy, " Then we shall all die together." 

They appeared before the tribunal on the following 
day. There they saw M. de Sartines, who still lived; 
Cecile Renault and her family, and M. de Som- 
breuil, saved in vain by his heroic daughter: old 
Catherine Th6os had died in her prison. After a 
mock trial, the seventy victims were condemned. 
They were led to death in the red chemise of mur- 
derers. This garment, intended to disfigure the 
young and lovely women thus barbarously immolated, 
seemed, as in the case of Charlotte Corday, to heighten 
their beauty. Exasperated at the courage with which 
they met their fate, Fouquier Tinville is said to have 
conceived the infamous project of causing future vic- 
tims to be bled, and consequently weakened before 
execution. This idea was never carried into effect. 
Shortly after this fearful execution, sixteen nuns of 
Compi^gne were guillotined for belonging to the sect 
of Catherine Th^os, whom they had never even had 
an opportunity of seeing. A kind subterfuge of the 
municipal authorities of Compi^gne had led them to 
eign, unconsciously, their adherence to the constitu- 
tional oath. On learning this, the nuns wrote and 
signed a solemn retractation of what they considered 
a virtual apostacy They were imprisoned, transferred 
to Paris, and placed in the Conciergerie for triaL At 
the bar of the tribunal their superior generously en- 
deavoured to save her sisters by taking on herself the 
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sole responsibility of their acts ; but both the nuns and 
the judges exclaimed against this course. The victims 
heard their condemnation with serenity and joy. On 
the precedingday oneof them, Mademoiselle de Crosy, 
had composed a parody of the Marseilles^ in five 
verses, of which this is the first : — 

Livrons nos coeurs k rAllegresse 

Le jour de gloire est arriv^, 
Loin de nous la moindre faiblesse 

Le glaive sanglant est lev^, 
Freparons nous k la victoire ; 
Sous les drapeaux d*un Dieu mourant 
Que chacun marche en conquerant ; 
Courons tons, volons k la gloire : 

Ranimons notre ardeur, 

Nos corps sont au seigneur ! 
Montons, 
Montons d T^chafaud et Dieu sera yainqueur. 

They were sent to the scaffold on the morning of the 
17th of July. In the cart where they sat together 
they repeated the prayers for the dying, and sang the 
Te Deum Laudamus; heard only in the solemn festi- 
vals of the ChurcL The long white robes and veils 
of their order, their calm bearing and sacred hymns, 
their years, varying from blooming youth to gray old 
age, their resignation and innocence, created a deep 
feeling of compassion in the crowd. No cries, no 
hootings rose upon their path: a silence, deep and 
mournfiil, accompanied them to the guillotine. At 
the foot of the scaffold the nuns all repeated in a loud, 
dear tone, the vows for which they were going to die. 
They then began the hymn to the Holy Ghost, Vera 
Creator. Their superior had asked to die last, and 
the nuns passed before her as they ascended the 
ladder, still singing the solemn strain ; which was 
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diminished, but not interrupted, with every fall of 
the knife. When fifteen heads were low, the aged 
superior delivered herself over to the executioner, 
and perished with the words of praise and joy still on 
her lips. 

Eight nuns confined in Port-Royal gave up life in 
the same heroic spirit. They were accused of having, 
in spite of the prohibitions to the contrary, continued 
to lead a conventual life. ** If your laws," they re- 
plied, ** forbid solitude, friendship, prayer, and deeds 
of charity, we confess that we have broken them." 
The president called them fanatics. " Fanatics," 
they answered, " are those that kilL We pray for 
our enemies." The president at firet only threatened 
them with deportation, and asked them where they 
would like to go. They said that they knew no 
country so unhappy as France, none which so much 
needed their prayers, and all the consolation it was 
in their power to give. ** When people stay here, it 
is to die," he significantly replied. " Then let us 
die," was their unmoved answer. The interrogatory, 
always a mere matter of form, speedily concluded 
with their condemnation and death. 

Such instances of calm heroism, however admirable 
they might be, had ceased to astonish. The mere 
endurance of death was nothing: so great had the 
disregard of life become, that many women cried out 
Vive le Roi, merely to be sent to the guillotine. 
They found death preferable to the torture of living 
in a land daily stsdned with the crimes of the evil and 
the blood of the just. The Polish Princess of Lubom- 
irska, the friend of the Girondists, seized with 
horror at the scenes she witnessed in her prison, 
wrote to Fouquier Tinville to ask for death. It is 



INSTANCES OP PEVOTEDNESS. 293 

needless to say the request was speedily granted. If 
fortitude in the last hours of life be a claim to fame, 
the sages and heroes who immortalized the past ' 
might well have envied the deaths of the most humble 
victims who perished then. Composed and serene 
amidst the hootings of the crowd, they seemed to 
repudiate life as unworthy of them ; and, whilst yet 
standing on the threshold of erring humanity, they 
already appeared environed with the cabn sanctity of 
death. 

Traits of touching and sublime devotedness, of 
superhuman courage inspired by love, illustrate the 
history of woman in the prisons of the Terror. Many 
women, like the attendant of Madame de Narbonne, 
asked to perish with the mistresses whose captivity 
they had willingly shared. Many, when they ap- 
peared before the tribunal, forgot their own fate in 
that of some beloved friend. Reckless of herself, the 
Marchioness of Armenti^res defended and justified 
her friend the Princess of Chimay, with courageous 
though unavailing eloquence. Never was conjugal 
affection more touchingly displayed than in the close 
of that age of immorality. The ex-minister Clavi^re, 
implicated in the ruin of the Girondists, committed 
suicide in the Conciergerie. His wife, on learning 
his fate, swallowed a slow poison, settled her affairs, 
and parted from her children, with a composure and 
resolve which the prayers and lamentations of those 
around her could not disturb. " I am going to join him," 
was her sole thought : a thought which changed into 
joy the bitterness of deatL The young and beautiful 
Madame de Lavergne, holding her child in her arms, 
accompanied her aged and infirm husband to the 
tribunal, in the v^ hope of softening the judges. 
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On hearing him condemned, she rose from her seat, 
and cried out, " Vive le Roi 1" This was death, and 
she knew it welL The feelings of the wife prevailed, 
for a moment only, over those of the mother. ** Is 
there a mother here," she asked, turning round, 
** who wiU take care of my poor child?" " I wiD," 
replied a woman of the people. She stepped forward 
and took the child from its mother's arms. Madame 
de Lavergne, condemned without trial, was sent to 
the scaffold with her husband. Frequent executions 
had not, at that time, blunted the sensibilities of the 
crowd, and many voices cried out on her passage. 
Why is this? She has not deserved death!" 
Friends, it was my fault," answered Madame de 
Lavergne from the cart, " I would die with my 
husband." Mademoiselle Gattey, on hearing her 
brother condemned also cried out, " Vive le Roi," 
in order to be sent to death with him; but the 
judges, unwilling to gratify her, did not pronounce 
her condemnation until the following day. 

When old Marshal de Mouchy was apprehended, 
his wife calmly said, '^ Since my husband is arrested, 
I am arrested also." He was soon summoned before 
the tribunal " Madame," said he to her, " it is the 
wiU of God ; you are a Christian woman, I need say 
no more." She persisted in accompanying him. " If 
her husband must appear," she observed, " then she 
must appear likewise." The aged pair stood together 
at the bar ; the marshal alone was condemned. But 
when the public accuser made her remark this, Ma- 
dame de Mouchy replied in an unmoved tone, ** Since 
my husband is condemned, then I am condemned 
also," and she entered the cart, and ascended the 
scaffold with him ; faithful even unto death. 
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The young and handsome Madame de Bois-B6- 
renger had courageously remained in France, whilst 
her husband emigrated. She hoped, by not leaving 
the country, to preserve her property to her family. 
She lived in great retirement, and remained for a 
long time ignorant of M. de B^renger's fate. Orders 
were at length issued for her apprehension. The 
gendarmes who came to arrest her produced their 
warrant, authorizing them to seize on the person of 
^ femme De Bois-Berenger, widow of De Bois- 
Berenger, executed for cdnspiracy." Seized with 
sudden horror, the unhappy woman sank down in a 
swoon at their feet. When she recovered, it was to 
utter a passionate protest of royalism. She was 
taken to the Conciergerie, where she found her 
father, M. de Malessy, her mother and her sister. 
The piety, resigned sweetness of temper, and beauty 
of these two amiable sisters, made one of their fellow- 
prisoners compare them to ^^ angels ready to wing 
their flight for heaven." Madame de Berenger be- 
came the nurse of all the sick women in the Con- 
ciergerie. Her father fell ill, and partly owed his 
recovery to her devoted care. Her chief task was, 
however, to sustain Madame de Malessy's drooping 
courage. The unhappy woman looked on her two 
daughters with mute, despairing glances : a terror, 
which was not for her own £Eite, seemed to have 
taken exclusive possession of her souL It was 
Madame de Berenger who watched over her with 
maternal solicitude, who deprived herself of food in 
order that she might not want, and who surrounded 
her with that tenderness of love which the devoted 
mother bestows upon her child. The whole family 
were summoned to the tribunal on the same day. Mi^ 
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dame de B^renger was not at first included in tlie 
act of accusation; she wrung her hands and wept 
bitterly at the prospect of life. When her own act 
of accusation came, she received it with transports of 
joy; M. de Malessy calmly heard the sentence which 
sent them to deatL Mademoiselle de Malessy, 
turning towards him, ingenuously observed : *^ My 
kind father, I shall keep so close to you, who are so 
honest and so good, that for your sake God will 
receive me, notwithstanding all my sins." Madame 
de Malessy burst into tears. *^ Be of good cheer,'* 
said Madame de B^renger, embracing her; "we 
shall all die together. You need have no regret: 
your family accompanies you, and your virtues wiU 
soon be rewarded in the sojourn of innocence and 
peace." As she returned with her mother, whom 
she was tenderly supporting, from the tribunal, Ma- 
dame de B^renger perceived, in the gallery where 
other prisoners awaited the moment of appearing 
before the judges, an old man who wept bitterly. 
" Whatl" said she, going up to him, " you are a 
man, and you weep!" Shamed by her arguments, 
and her serenity, he promised to accept death in a 
more becoming spirit. On reaching the room where 
the toilette of the condemned took place, Madame de 
Berenger cut off the hair of her parents and that of 
her sister, and then requested them to perform the 
same last office for her. She supported and consoled 
her mother to the last. " Be of good cheer," she 
repeated ; " we all die together." 

Another lady, named Madame Malessy, equally 
distinguished herself by her filial piety. Her mother, 
Madame de Lachabeaussiere, was imprisoned in 
Saint-Lazare for having concealed a proscribed maiu 
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Madame Malessj was then a captive in one of the 
provincial prisons. Notwithstanding her advanced 
stage of pregnancy, she immediately asked to be 
transferred to Paris. The request was granted. 
But when, after a long journey, the devoted daughter 
reached Saint-Lazare, she found that she could not see 
her mother, who had been placed in secret confinement. 
Despair affected her reason. She sat for hours on the 
floor near the spot where Madame Lachabeaussi^re 
was confined, repeating unceasingly, "My mother; my 
unhappy mother." Notwithstanding her insanity, she 
neglected no means of adding to her mot her scomfort. 
The meals of prisoners in secret confinement were 
often forgotten by the gaolers, she accordingly de- 
prived herself of her own food, in order to have it 
conveyed to Madame de Lachabeaussi^re ; and from 
this task of filial love the threats, refusals, and insults 
of the gaolers, could never deter her. These two 
interesting women survived the Reign of Terror, 
and Madame Malessy subsequently recovered her 
reason. 

Love found not less devoted martyrs than filial 
or conjugal affection. M. Boyer and Madame C. 
conceived a passionate attachment for one another in 
the Conciergerie. Boyer was one day called before 
the tribunal ; every look became riveted on his mis- 
tress ; she seemed calm, and merely went up to her 
room to write a letter. A friend intercepted the 
missive; it was addressed to Fouquier Tinville, and 
contained a fervent confession of royalism. Not 
receiving any reply to this letter, she wrote another. 
** I know all," sdd she to the friends who concealed 
the papers from her. Seeing her courage, they re- 
vealed the truth to her. M. Boyer had been tried 
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and executed. The whole of that day and of the 
following night she spent in her cell weeping alone^ 
and reading over the letters she had formerly received 
from her lover. When morning came, she placed 
them near her heart, and attired herself with great 
elegance. She was at breakfast with the other pri- 
soners, when the bell which announced the approach 
of the commissaries, who daily read the lists of death, 
rang loudly. " They are coming for me," she joy- 
fully exclaimed. " Farewell, my friends ! Oh ! I am 
so happy 1" She cut off her hair, divided it amongst 
the prisoners, gave a few articles of jewellery to the 
women present, and proceeded to the tribunal with 
a light and happy step. When Fouquier Tinville 
asked her if she were the author of the letter he had 
received : " Yes, monster 1" she passionately replied. 
On reaching the scaffold, she merely exclaimed, " It 
is here that he perished," and she joyously delivered 
herself over to the executioner. 

The beautiful Princess of Monaco, the friend of 
Madame Necker and of the Countess Amelie, was one 
of the last victims of this reign of blood. When the 
agents of the Terrorists came to arrest her, she suc- 
ceeded in effecting her escape, and in finding a refuge 
in the house of a friend ; but the dread of compro- 
mising her generous hostess induced her to leave this 
asylum. She was soon recaptured and thrown into 
prison. On being condemned by the tribunal she 
declared herself pregnant, in order to prolong her 
life : a subterfuge often resorted to by women simi- 
larly circumstanced. On the following day, how- 
ever, she blushed at the untruth she had told, and 
wrote to Fouquier Tinville to disavow it. She pre- 
pared for death with great calmness, cut her hair off 
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with a piece of broken glass^ and asked her femme 
de chambre for some rouge5 ** u^ order," as she said, 
'^ that if she should turn pale no one might see it." 
As the princess passed in the court of the prison, she 
said to the prisoners whom she saw there, ^' I go to 
death with the calmness of innocence, and wish you, 
from my soul, a better fate." She delivered a packet 
containing her hair to one of the turnkeys, beseech- 
ing him, in the most earnest manner, to deliver it to 
her children. One of the women, condemned to die 
with her, betrayed the greatest grief. The princess 
spent her last moments in endeavouring to console 
her. ** Take courage, my dear friend," said she to 
her, ** it is the guilty alone who ought to fear." She 
perished on the 8th of Thermidor. On the 9th, the 
Reign of Terror ceased. 

For some time previously to this memorable event, 
a considerable degree of fear and anxiety had per- 
vaded the prisons of Paris. The eleven thousand 
prisoners considered their fate as inevitable. Every 
day new victims were snatched from their ranks; 
every day they heard in the streets the long lists of 
the guillotined. The life they led was so thoroughly 
wretched that they learned to look upon its close as 
a blessing. It was not, therefore, death itself they 
feared, but the manner in which death might come. 
Sinister words had been uttered by the Terrorists. 
** We must have an end," said one. ** The prisons 
must be cleared," observed Henriot, in the court of 
the Luxembourg. From prison to prison there 
spread a rumour that the massacres of September 
were to be soon renewed. The prisoners had be- 
come reconciled to the guillotine ; but the idea of 
the death struggle between them and their mur- 
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derers, filled them with unconquerable horror. They 
were no longer allowed to see the papers; they 
knew nothing therefore of the secret quarrel be- 
tween Kobespierre and the committees he had 
governed so long. On the morning of the 9th, 
the tocsin began to ring; the gaolers looked dark 
and threatening, and took away all knives and in- 
struments of defence from their prisoners. Thus 
had the massacres of September begun. Confident 
that they were going to perish, the prisoners resigned 
themselves to their fate. During the whole of the 
day the drum continued to beat, and the tocsin to 
tolL These sounds seemed more terrific still in the 
hushed silence of the prisons. The women had 
gathered together to kneel in fervent prayer ; priests 
gave their last benediction to their companions, and, 
as a warning of their approaching fate, prisoners re- 
peated to one another : " Friends ; we are now all 
ninety years old." At five in the afternoon the 
tumult in the streets, and the terror of the prisoners, 
reached their height. That some terrific struggle 
was then going on, and that the result of that struggle 
would be life or death for them, they knew. The 
decree against Robespierre, Couthon, and Saint-Just, 
was shouted in the streets ; the distant signs of their 
relatives and friends, filled the captives with astonish- 
ment and uncertainty. Was this but a change of 
tyrants, or were they to hope indeed? 

At length missives and papers from without, pur- 
chased from the gaolers at their weight in gold, told 
the whole truth. Bobespierre had fallen I the Reign 
of Terror had ceased I A delirious joy seized on the 
prisoners. They wept convulsively, and embraced 
one another with transport ; they mourned for the 
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dead ; they returned thanks to God. A deliverance 
80 unexpected, so miraculous, seemed incredible. 
But yesterday they were doomed ; to-day they 
were saved. They eagerly asked for details. How, 
through whom had this been done ? Many rumours 
were afloat — one prevailed over the rest, * A woman,' 
they were told, * a defenceless prisoner like them- 
selves, but strong in the indomitable courage of 
a generous /heart, had from her dungeon overthrown 
the tyrant.' If there was exaggeration in this 
rumour, there was also much truth : the surpassing 
beauty and the heroism of Theresa Cabarrus mainly 
contributed to the fall of Robespierre. He fell; 
and with him passed away, not merely the Reign 
of Terror, but also the dream of republican freedom 
and greatness, which France had indulged in at the 
cost of so many guiltless lives. 
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CHAPTER X. 

THEBESA CABABEU8. — ^PALL OF EOBESPIEBBE, — 
EEACTION. — PAST AND ACTUAL STATE OF SO- 
CIETY. — MADAME DE STAEL. — CLOSE. 

In almost all the conspiracies on record, a woman 
may be found to act a conspicuous part ; either as 
victim of wrongs that the conspirators seek to avenge, 
or as the presiding spirit from which they derive 
their inspiration. Women do not always stand on 
the side of democracy, or of popular movements: 
they are essentially conservative, because conserva- 
tism is the strength and safety of their homes ; but 
they also abhor tyrants and tyranny : less from rea- 
soning or conviction, than from a fervent sympathy 
with the wronged and the oppressed. 

Such women as Madame Roland, who love freedom 
abstractedly for its own sake, and are ready to suffer 
and die for a political principle, are very rarely met 
with: for one like her, there are a hundred like Lucile 
Desmoulins; courageous and pitying women, whose 
political principles are written in their hearts, and 
who would rather perish with those they love than 
behold cruelty in cowardly silence. It is this feel- 
ing of compassion, innate in woman's nature, that 
will ever render her dangerous to tyrants and arbi- 
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trary power. She cannot, If she would, remain un* 
moved She cannot suppress the indignant and 
passionate eloquence with which pitj so seldom fails 
to inspire her : an eloquence not the less deep for 
being native and untaught. 

It was, perhaps, the active compassion thus mani- 
fested by women during the Reign of Terror, that 
rendered the oppressors so relentless towards the 
whole of their sex ; as if they felt instinctively that 
the beings whose hearts were ever open to a 
generous and courageous pity, ranked of necessity 
amongst their most dangerous opponents. It was, 
indeed, a woman who first gave the signal of a 
reaction; and another woman, more fortunate but 
not more fearless, whose energy mainly contributed 
to the fall of Robespierre. 

This woman, the beautiful Theresa Cabarrus, is 
better known as Madame Tallien, who died Princess 
of Chimay. Her father, the Count of Cabarrus, 
was a French gentleman established in Spain, where 
he married a Spanish lady of great beauty. By her 
he had several children ; amongst the rest Theresa, 
who was early united to a French magistrate named 
M. de Fontenay. Whilst the Terror reigned at 
Bordeaux, this gentleman, then proceeding to Spain 
with his wife, was arrested and thrown into prison. 
Madame de Fontenay remained at Bordeaux, in the 
hope of effecting her husband's liberation. She was 
then very young, and of such surpassing beauty 
that many of those who beheld her for the first time 
were unable to restrain an exclamation of wonder. 
Her person seemed to combine attractions the most 
opposed. The classic elegance of her figure, and the 
regular beauty of her features would have reminded 
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the beholder of the pure outlines of some Greclait 
statue; but for the pale Spanish complexion and 
hair, and eyes of intense darkness, which, with the 
voluptuous and languid grace that pervaded all her 
movements, betrayed the daughter of a still more 
fervid sun. To the irresistible charm of the south, 
she united the wit and elegance of the north. The 
expression of her glance, of her features, and espe- 
cially of her smile, is described as having been one 
of mingled kindness and finesse. Love always 
blended in the admiration which she elicited; and, 
like all the women whose beauty is not that of form 
alone, it was her destiny to inspire passions as fatal 
Bs they were fervent. 

It was at Bordeaux that Tallien first beheld Ma- 
dame de Fontenay. He was then persecuting the 
Girondists in their native province, and fulfilling 
the stern orders of the Convention. Tallien was not 
naturally cruel — few are; but he was void of all 
principle, and had voluntarily shared the responsi- 
bility of the deeds of September, and of every 
revolutionary excess. He no sooner beheld the 
lovely Dona Theresa than he became passionately 
enamoured. He was young, handsome, and all- 
powerful : Madame de Fontenay was frail enough to 
accept his homage. Her husband was liberated, and 
favoured in his retreat to Spain. Theresa remained 
behind, procured a divorce, and when the space 
of time exacted by the French law had elapsed 
married Tallien. This latter event did not, however, 
take place until after the 9th of Thermidor. In the 
mean time the beautiful Spaniard reigned, with her 
lover, over Bordeaux. Attired in a Grecian cos- 
tume, which enhanced her wonderful beauty, she 
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everywhere appeared in public with Tallien, carelessly 
leaning on his shoulder^ in the attitude then given by 
sculptors and painters to the goddess of liberty. 

The mistress of the Proconsul seemed anxious to 
efface, by the use she made of her power, the source 
from which it came. Generous and compassionate 
by nature, she beheld with horror the reign of the 
guillotine. Yielding to her gentle influence, Tallien 
became less cruel and relentless. Every day his 
beautiful mistress snatched new victims from the 
scaffold. From the moment that Madame de Fon- 
tenay possessed any influence in Bordeaux, few 
perished : with the exception of the Girondists, whom 
Tallien did not dare to spare. There was scarcely 
a &mily in the city but owed her the life of one of its 
members. When executions which he would not or 
could not forbid were to take place, Tallien carefully 
concealed all knowledge of them from his syren 
and pitying mistress. He knew her power and his 
own weakness too well not to fear yielding to her 
tears and gentle entreaties. A power which was 
never used but for acts of charity and goodness, 
was not likely to be very severely stigmatized, even 
by the most rigid, In the town which her lover 
ruled, and where, in appearance at least, the terror 
was to reign, Theresa Cabarrus soon received the 
gentle and significant name of " Our Lady of Mercy I" 

The leniency of Tallien was known and condemned 
in Paris. He was recalled from his mission, and 
Theresa, who now took his name, was thrown into 
the prison of the Cannes, where so many priests had 
been massacred in September. Her lover could not 
succeed in procuring her liberation : she who had 
freed so many captives, and saved so many victims^ 
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now pined a prisoner in her tum^ threatened with 
the axe and the scaffold. 

In her prison Madame Tallien met the pious and 
^signed Madame de Custine, the handsome and 
royalist Duchess of Aiguillon^ and the lovely Creole 
Josephine de Beauhamais^ future Empress of France: 
she shared the apartment of the two last-mentioned 
ladies. There was but one room and one bed for 
three women of such different characters and desti- 
nies. Their names may still be found written side by 
side on the walls of their cell, and appear there with 
large red stains of blood left in September 1792. 
Madame Tallien and the Duchess of Aiguillon were, 
in courage at least, kindred spirits; but the weak 
and credulous Josephine wept unceasingly, and spent 
the greatest portion of her time in privately seek- 
ing, through the aid of a pack of cards, revelations 
of the future. This was the period of alarm in the 
prisons, when rumours of a new September were rife, 
and terrorists were heard to regret the insufficiency 
of their spies, and to dwell on the necessity of * in- 
noculating' the prisons. The prospect of perishing 
in a midnight massacre excited more indignation 
than fear in the heroic soul of Madame TaUien. 
She felt herself reserved for a higher destiny : she 
longed to break at once the chain which held her 
captive, and bound all France in its iron links. The 
daring and generous thought of overthrowing a 
tyrannic power, was one well likely to seduce a 
spirit that loved to dwell on all that was great and 
striking in the eyes of mankind. From her prison 
she energetically urged TaUien to save her — to 
widen the breach between Robespierre and the com- 
mittee of public safety, and to deliver France from 
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the Reign of Terror. Tallien scarcely needed her 
words to urge him on to prompt and decisive 
action. He was fully conscious of Theresa's danger 
and of his own ; for he belonged to the class of meiv 
so much hated by the puritanic Robespierre, as 
having brought into the new re^me all the corrup- 
tion and profligacy of the old aristocracy. 

The causes which produced the 9th of Thermidor 
are now well known: it was a division among the 
tyrants, not a reaction in favour of humanity. Those 
who overthrew Robespierre were the most relentless 
of the Terrorists: they never once intended to check 
the Reign of Terror itself. This thought may have 
entered the generous heart of Madame Tallien : her 
lover thought only of the danger she ran, and of 
his own head, then much in periL The considera- 
tions which induced his associates to act were fully 
as selfish. 

Robespierre has been, and will ever be, most 
diversely judged. He was certainly a man of strong 
principle, inflexible, severe, and self-denying: in 
many respects the Calvin of the French Revolution, 
applying to this world stern dogmas, such as the Gene- 
vese reformer dealt out for the next. If the regenera- 
tion of France from the sink of immorality into which 
she had fallen were only to be had at the cost of human 
life, Robespierre was willing to pay the price. A 
deistic democracy was the ideal of his existence: 
be was neither cruel nor immoral ; but he was cold, 
insensible, almost passionless, and a political pedant. 
For the same reason he was uncompromising, relent- 
less, and almost inaccessible to the pity that far more 
guilty men could feeL Their motives were hatred, 
thirst of blood, or revenge ; his were centred in the 
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triumph of his system: let that prevail, and he would 
not ask for one drop of blood. It is difficult to judge 
such characters fairly. They are too often viewed as 
remorseless tyrants, or as high-minded men. Those 
who saw only his actions abhorred him ; those who 
read his motives idolized Robespierre. Both were 
wrong. No man deserves praise whose deeds and 
words fail to agree ; no man should be blamed un- 
conditionally when it can be said of him that his 
motives were earnest and high. Robespierre was, 
perhaps, the most in earnest of the political men 
of his time. He is admirably characterized by the 
profound remark of Mirabeau, " That man will go 
far; he believes everything he says." But though 
political fanaticism may, like the same excess in 
religion, seek its justification by pleading superabun- 
dance of faith, the human heart instinctively revolts 
against doctrines that lead to such deeds. There 
are two species of fanatics ; those that kill and those 
that die. The former are abhorred, the latter are 
blessed and hailed as martyrs. There is in our 
own blood, freely poured forth for truth, a regenerar- 
tive virtue which the blood shed by our hand> 
though in the same holy cause, can never possess. 
Will posterity, for the sake of a political principle, 
ever forgive Robespierre the deaths of his best 
friends : of Camille Desmoulins and his wife, so re- 
morselessly abandoned and sacrificed, lest, by saving 
them, he should compromise his power and with it 
the ideal of humanity towards which he tended. 

But, revolting as are even his best qualities, 
Robespierre still demands justice. Why throw upon 
him the sole responsibility of the Reign of Terror ? 
The men who overthrew him were more cruel and 
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more guilty. They favoured atheism and profligacy ; 
he was severe in his morals, and religiously inclined. 
Let it not be forgotten that he risked his popularity 
and hastened his ruin in order to check the progress 
of Atheism, and cause the recognition of the Supreme 
Being and the immortality of the soul. He intended to 
arrest the progress of bloodshed. During the last 
months of the Terror, he carried on a secret strug- 
gle with that fearful " Committee of Public Safety,** 
which provided Fouquier Tinville with victims. For 
six weeks before the 9th of Thermidor, he ceased to 
attend, or possess any influence over, its deliberations : 
yet it was during those six weeks that the execu- 
tions were most active ; that his friends the Sainte 
Amaranthes, the sixty-nine companions of C6cile Re- 
naud, and the sixteen nuns of Compiegne, were sent 
to the scaffold ; that Collot d'Herbois, one of those 
who worked his ruin, warned Fouquier Tinville to 
manage so that a hundred and fifty heads at least 
might fall every day. When these men perceived 
that it was Robespierre's intention to sacrifice them, 
they hastened the crisis, and forestalled him. The 
most active, because the most in danger, was Tallien. 
There was every motive to lead him to precipitate 
the outbreak : his own safety and that of the woman 
he adored. From the prison where she pined, the 
beautiful Theresa communicated her own energy 
to her lover; incessantly urging him to overthrow 
Robespierre. A few days before the 9th of Ther- 
midor, she found means to write and send him the 
following letter: — "The Administrator of Police 
has just left me : he came to announce that to- 
morrow I go to the tribunal ; that is to say, to the 
ficafibld How different is this from the dream I 
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had last night : Robespierre was no more^ and the 
prisons were open. • • . • But> thanks to your 
cowardice, no one in France wiU soon be found to 
realize that dream." Tallien answered. '^Be aa 
prudent as I shall be courageous, and keep yourself 
cahn." 

The 9th Thermidor came : Robeq>ierre was ac^ 
cused of aiming at dictatorship, forbidden to defend 
himself, outlawed, and on the 10th executed without 
triaL Twenty-two of his friends accompanied him to 
the scaffold. The curses of the people, who had 
never ceased to identify the reign of blood with his 
name, followed Robespierre to the guillotine. A 
woman broke through the crowd, clambered up the 
cart where he sat, and holding herself by one hand 
whilst she menaced him with the other, passionately 
exclaimed : " Monster I romited out by hell itself, 
thou art punished now. It fills my heart with joy 
to see thee here." Robespierre roused from his 
stupor, — ^he was severely wounded, having attempted 
to commit suicide, — opened his eyes, and looked at 
her. " Go, wretch, that thou art ! " she continued ; 
^^ go to the grave : go, and bear along with thee the 
curse of every wife and mother." 

The curse thus passionately pronounced has clung 
to the name of Robespierre. Had he overthrown the 
Committee instead of the Committee overthrowing 
him, the Beign of Terror would have ceased as soon, 
and he, though not less guilty, would have left another 
name. The Terrorists knew not what they had 
done, untU the intoxicating joy of the people showed 
them that, Robespierre being gone, the tyranny 
upheld in his name must likewise depart. They 
prudently entered into the spirit of a reaction it waa 
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not in their power to control, and threw the whole 
odium of the blood which had been shed on Robe- 
spierre and his friends. Although the subsequent 
history of the Revolution offers abundant proof of 
their inhumanity, their interested assertions have 
been too readily believed. 

The Terror ceased in Paris on the fall of Robe- 
spierre, because there public opinion prevailed ; but 
its reign continued in many of the provinces. In 
the town of Valenciennes alone sixty-seven victims 
perished for religious or political motives, from the 
23rd of September to the 13th of December 1794. 
The religious persecutions which Robespierre had 
sought to check, were resumed with unabated 
vigour. Several nuns of Valenciennes left France 
in the beginning of the Revolution, and established 
themselves at Mons, eight leagues from the frontier. 
When Valenciennes was taken by the Austrians, 
they returned to their native city. It fell once more 
into the power of the French : the nuns impru- 
dently remained. They were soon taken before the 
revolutionary tribunal, and asked if they had ever 
emigrated. They might have escaped, by answering 
No : but they all preferred truth to life. On their 
confession of having left the country, they were 
accordingly condemned and executed. Though thus 
imperfectly displayed in the provinces, the reaction 
was very strong in Paris. It manifested itself 
chiefly in the altered aspect of society. 

Never, perhaps, unless at the death of Louis XIV., 
had the French social world undergone such tran- 
sitions as those which were figured by the political 
struggle of '89, the gloomy Terror, and the disorderly 
reaction of Thermidor. According to Madame de 
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Stael^ French society remained in all its splendour 
from 1788 to 1791. The political discussions^ which 
had not jet been changed into bitter quarrels and 
heart*buming animosities, gaye this brilliant world 
an interest hitherto unknown. Everything was full 
of animation and hope. As the Revolution pro- 
gressed, party-spirit ran high, aristocratic society 
split into faction, and was broken for ever by the 
tide of emigration. Women had a great share in 
this important and ill-advised movement. The aris- 
tocratic ladies, who were the most vehement philo- 
sophers and liberal in theory, could not endure the 
actual progress of equality and loss of privilege by 
which it was accompanied. They urged their hus- 
bands, brothers, and lovers, to leave a country which 
so little understood its interests as to contemn its 
ancient nobility. When their friends demurred and 
represented the impolicy of such a step, the women 
sent them distaffs, with the contemptuous intimation 
that these were the only arms fit for them. 

Stung by these reproaches the young nobles left 
the land en masse. The women, little apprehensive 
of danger, remained behind. Those who tarried too 
long perished on the scaffold ; others, more fortu- 
nate, made their escape from the country, and filled 
the little court of the exiled princes with their in- 
trigues and repinings. One old countess, addressing 
a circle of nobles, observed with bitter and vindic- 
tive triumph : " Messieurs, you richly deserve what 
has happened to you. / foretold the ruin of the 
nobility from the moment I saw you abandoning 
women like us for girls of the third estate." The 
emigration favoured the revolutionary spirit in every- 
sense ; it gave an access of importance and power 
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to commoners^ and threw the influence hitherto 
wielded by aristocratic ladies into the hands of 
women of that ** third estate " so much contemned 
by the old countess. Though sadly reluctant to 
leave her beloved Paris, Madame de Stael departed 
at length for Coppet. Madame de Genlis, Madame 
de Condorcet, Madame de Coigny, Madame Roland, 
Lucile Desmoulins, and Mademoiselle Caudeille, 
successively possessed the power, now both political 
and social, which was so soon to pass away from 
their sex. The discredit which gradually fell on the 
Orleans party compelled Madame de Genlis to seek 
refuge with her pupils in the army of Dumouriez on 
the frontiers. Her husband, who had of late affected 
to call her " Madame Livre," remained behind, and 
perished with the Girondists. All th^ tact, address, 
and ambition of Madame de Genlis seconded the 
intriguing Dumouriez in the attempted treason by 
which that general sought to give to the young 
Duke of Chartres the crown he was not to obtain 
until thirty-seven years had elapsed. When the 
treason of Dumouriez was discovered, he fled in haste, 
accompanied by the prince. Madame de Genlis 
and the young princes found a refuge in Switzer- 
land. They were after some time compelled to 
separate. Madame de Genlis wandered alone over 
all Europe, persecuted by the emigrated royalists, 
who abhorred her very name. She returned to 
France under the consulship of Napoleon, with a 
temper no little embittered by disappointed am- 
bition ; but with her intellect as active as ever. 
She wrote a few novels highly successftil at the 
time ; well nigh forgotten now. 

The rule of Mesdames de Coigny and de Con- 
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dorcet proved as transient. Madame Roland and 
Lucile Desmoulins paid with their blood their brief 
political sway. Mademoiselle Caudeille^ a beautiful 
and accomplished actress, closely connected with the 
Girondist leaders, and with Dumouriez, escaped the 
general proscription; though she was coarsely, and 
even ferociously, assailed by Marat, in his Ami du 
Peuple, But after, and even before the death of 
Lucile Desmoulins, there was, properly speaking, no 
social world for woman to govern. Paris seemed 
transformed. Universal distrust checked all freedom 
of intercourse. No visits were paid or received. The 
theatres flourished, and were always full; precisely 
because society was no more. Men took refuge from 
the danger which surrounded every home, in a place 
of public resort where none were bound to speak. 
The individuab who had belonged to the elegant 
society of the old regime, and who still remained in 
France, lived in a state of perpetual apprehension. 
The most extraordinary concessions were daily made 
to fear. The once pretty Madame du Marchais, now 
Madame D'Angivilliers, and advanced in years, re- 
sided in Versailles. In order not to be inscribed on 
the list of the suspects^ she made a solemn offering to 
the popular society of Versailles of a splendid bust of 
Marat. She thus passed safely through the Keign 
of Terror. Fear often led to compliance more de- 
grading stilL The women of Lyons did not blush to 
wear earrings and brooches made in the shape of a 
guillotine; little guillotines were given to children 
as toys to play with. One insane individual, in his 
fervent admiration for the instrument of death, offered 
to settle a pension upon it. It was in the midst of 
this universal dread, when the names of the inhabi- 
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tants of every house were written on the doorway, in 
order that the tyrants might know where to find their 
victims; when women were publicly chastised by 
the poissardes for refusing to wear the tricolor 
cockade, or not paying adoration to the manes of 
Marat ; when the kings and queens of plajring cards 
were efiaced as dangerous to republican institutions ; 
when the place Vendome, inhabited by financiers, 
was depopulated, and on every hotel of the aristocratic 
faubourg Saint- Germain might be read the words 
** National Property ; " it was then that the people were 
ordered to rejoice, and hold a great fraternal banquet 
in the streets of Paris. Gaily ornamented tables were 
spread out before each door. Every one brought down 
his fare, and joined it to that of his neighbour. The 
most uneasy endeavoured to look delighted. One 
young girl, wearied of life, took the opportunity, at 
this fraternal banquet, to cry out ** Vive le RoL" 

Abject fear was not the only feature of these times. 
There was also heroism as great and pure as has ever 
been recorded in history. A patriotic enthusiasm, ' 
which even the guillotine could not subdue, had 
seized on the whole nation at the approach of the foe. 
Two hundred and fifty-eight forges stood in Paris. 
Women sewed tents and coats for the soldiers ; the . 
children scraped lint. The men dug up their cellars : 
for saltpetre. Their wives carried up the earth, and 
threw it in heaps before the doors of their houses, 
The cry of " the land is in danger" had not been 
uttered or heard in vain. 

It was, however, on the frontiers that most heroisn^ 
was displayed. There women fought side by side \ 
with their husbands; not for glory, but to guard thja f 
aacredness of their home and native soiL The two " 
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sisters Femig rank amongst the most remarkable and 
devoted of these heroines. Their father^ a private 
gentleman of property, headed a troop of volunteers. 
His two eldest daughters. Felicity and Theophile, 
resolved to assume male attire, and watch privately 
over the safety of their parent. They did so for a 
long time unsuspected, but they were at length de- 
tected by General Beumonville, who reported their 
heroism to the convention. From that time they 
distinguished themselves by their daring valour in 
almost every engagement that took place. F^licite, 
at the risk of her Ufe, once delivered from the hands 
of the enemy a young and wounded officer, named 
Vanderwalen. He had seen her for a few moments 
only ; but, filled with gratitude and love, he looked 
for her throughout all Germany, where she had fol- 
lowed Dumouriez in his flight. He found her at 
length in Denmark, married her, and brought her to 
Brussels, where she lived with him and her sister. 
Theophile did not marry, and died young. " She 
has left," observes an eminent judge of such matters^ 
** poems full of manly heroism and womanly feeling, 
and well worthy of accompanying her name to im- 
mortality.'* 

Whilst women thus shed their blood like men on 
the frontiers of the land, they sought to oppose their 
moral influence to the progress of atheism within. 
This was the time of the worship of the Goddess of 
Beason. Beautiful courtesans, voluptuously attired, 
were led in triumph to the principal churches, pkced 
on the altars, and exposed to the supposed adoration 
of the crowd. The women always shrank with horror 
from these impious saturnalia. It was only by threats 
that Chaumette could induce Mademoiselle Maillard^ 
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the actress, to take the part of Goddess of Beason in 
the cathedral of Notre Dame. Momoro compelled 
his handsome wife to receive the same degrading 
honours in Saint-Sulpice, where she is said to have 
fainted away with shame. A young girl of sixteen 
died with grief and horror at the impieties in which 
she had been compelled to participate. It is not 
without reason that the church has bestowed upon 
woman the name of ** the devout sex." There is a 
faith in her soul, over which reasoning, or the speciou* 
sophistry too often called such, has no power. She 
believes, because it is in her nature to look up to \ 
higher things than this world can give ; and she \ 
neither asks nor needs any proof beyond that in her \ 
own heart to tell her that God and Providence are ; 
not idle words of human invention. This moral and \ 
religious influence of woman considerably checked \ 
the progress of atheism and materialism in France. ' 
No inquisition and no laws could prevent religious 
mothers from rearing up their children in the faith 
of God and the contempt of man's authority. 

It was chiefly to the religious principles he pro^ 
fessed, that Robespierre owed the little circle of 
admiring women whom the atheistic Hubert and 
Chaumette ironically termed " the devotees of Robe- 
spierre." These ladies, who were often religious 
royalists, attached themselves to him with a sort of 
passion. Robespierre liked the society of elegant 
women. He was a man of cultivated manners, and 
shrank from the vulgarity affected by the other 
Terrorists. He often promised his cortege of female 
admirers to re-establish freedom of conscience and 
the supremacy of religious opinions. The fSte of 
the Supreme Being was but a consequence of his 
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principles. This solemn act has been blamed and 
ridiculed; it is difficult to see why. Atheism had 
been formally established. The sacred name of the 
Divinity had been impiously blasphemed in the 
churches dedicated to his worship; schoolmasters 
had even been forbidden to pronounce it before 
their pupils. The inscription, ** Death is Eternal 
Sleep 1" had been engraved over the entrance of 
every cemetery. Relatives could not bury their dead 
with the customary ceremonies, but were compelled 
to see them thrown into the earth with indecent 
familiarity and haste. The fanaticism which was 
displayed in the promulgation of atheism was as 
unrelenting as any which ever disgraced the quarrels 
of Christian sects. It was this stain that Robespierre 
wished to efface from the cause of the Revolution ; 
with which it must not be confounded. The f6te of 
the " Etre Supreme ^ exasperated the Terrorists, and 
was hailed throughout France as the coming of a 
new era. The uninterrupted bloodshed by which 
it was followed effaced this impression. Few care 
to know that of that blood at least Robespierre was 
innocent: his name has gone down to posterity as 
the type of all the evil passions of democracy. Not- 
withstanding the discrepancy between his principles 
and the deeds he silently suffered to be enacted, 
the devotees of Robespierre remained faithful to him 
and to his cause. Several sacrificed their fortunes 
and their connections to their attachment. One 
lady expiated her friendship for him by a tedious 
captivity. 

Women were, however, generally dissatisfied with 
the new part given them in society by the Revo- 
lution. They had little anticipated being reduced to 
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comparative insignificance hj the political action of 
men. Sach^ however, was now the case. " What," 
very justly asked Olympe de Gouges of the women 
of her time, — " what are the advantages you have 
derived from the Revolution? Slights and con- 
tempt more plainly displayed." It was thus: women . / 
had lost their old influence, and they had obtained 
nothing in return. Fierce political passions had arisen, 
strangely altering national manners. Elegance and 
chivalrous respect for ladies had vanished with the 
old aristocracy. The republican severity that the new 
rulers of France wished to introduce, threatened to | 
curtail still further female privileges. Olympe de -^ 
Gouges boldly asked for equality of the sexes : she 
made few proselytes, and was covered with ridicule. 

It is often the fate of a good cause to suffer from 
the premature efforts made in its favour. That of 
woman may rank among the rest. It would be 
difficult to assert that the actual position of woman 
is what it ought to be: she is neither wholly in- 
dependent, nor yet wholly protected. Political 
equality, granted to her in remote ages, amidst bar- 
barous nations, and still existing in many savage 
tribes, is denied her in civilized society. Though 
often exposed to poverty and want, she is shut out 
from the wide field of exertion open to man. It is 
true she is no longer the mere domestic drudge she 
was once : she has risen in intellect and in power, 
and a lady's-maid is now more learned than many a 
princess of yore. There is no reason to suppose 
that women will not continue to progress with 
society itself. If they do not, it will be their own 
fault. When they have won their place, they will 
have it without effort, and by the natural course of 
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events. Olympe de Gouges and her partisans were 
too impatient: thej attempted to seize at once on 
that which time alone could bestow: they sought, 
more imprudently still, to settle how the great 
change should take place, and to give laws to futu- 
rity. If there is one folly beyond all others in 
legislators, reformers, and theorists, it is the attempt 
to fasten their own ideas of truth and right on their 
descendants. The leading principle, when it hap- 
pens to be a true one, posterity generally retains ; 
but the form, according to which that principle is 
promulgated, it seldom or ever adopts, because it is 
the form of a past age unsuited to present wisdom. 
Putting it aside, with a kindly smile at bygone pre- 
sumption, posterity just chooses a path of its own. 

Such were a few amongst the reasons which 
caused the failure of Olympe de Gouges* Had she 
been more gifted, she might have thrown a greater 
charm over her cause ; she could not have rendered 
it more successful. Time must do its own work. 
Women far inferior to Olympe took up the same 
strain when she was gone. A handsome actress, 
named Rose Lacombe, whom Chaumette called 
'^dangerous and eloquent," soon headed the female 
clubs founded by Olympe de Gouges. Eloquent, 
but cynical in her language. Rose Lacombe ac- 
quired great ascendancy over the degraded women 
who made insurrections, and disgraced the Con- 
vention by the cries and tumult they constantly 
raised during its sittings. Though insolent and 
tyrannical to a singular excess. Rose Lacombe was 
not cruel : she often interceded for victims ; but 
her power was limited, as may be concluded from 
the fact that two of her lovers were guillotined. 
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When the female clubs were closed, in 1793, she 
sank into complete obscurity. The power of such 
women could not endure beyond the excesses from 
which it had arisen. It disappeared when the Reign 
of Terror vanished, and society resumed its rights. 

When the first feeling of astonishment created 
by the 9th of Thermidor had subsided, French 
gaiety, which had prevailed in the prisons in spite 
of the guillotine, now trifled as recklessly over the 
gloomy past. The share which Madame Tallien had 
in the fall of Robespierre was soon known and mag- 
nified: the enthusiasm felt for her displayed itself 
in the theatres, where she frequently appeared, by 
loud bursts of applause. She became the queen of 
Paris, and ruled gracefully over the most promis- 
cuous society France had yet witnessed. Men of 
the lowest class, enriched by lucky speculations, 
rose into sudden importance ; fervent royalists, who 
had vanished whilst the guillotine held sway, now 
suddenly came forth, as if from underground. A 
good citizen had a valuable cook, an amnesty is 
proclaimed, and he suddenly discovers that he has 
been attended by a marchioness in disguise, who, 
to his infinite regret, now gives him warning; ladies 
who had turned shepherdesses for safety's sake, fearful 
lest they should be detected by the whiteness of their 
hands, resume their rank and aristocratic tone : dis- 
daining not, however, to seek for influence through 
republican representatives of the people, who show 
themselves nothing loth to be sued by handsome 
ci-devants. The grave old hotels of the Faubourg 
Saint Germain slowly begin to fill ; finance reigns 
in the Chauss6e d'Antin. The dead of the Reign of 
Terror are scarcely cold in their unanointed graves, 
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when their friends give balls^ at which none but near 
relatives of victims can dance. These **bals des vie- 
times" have great success. The poor are starving^ but 
the theatres thrive^ and gaming tables are crowded in 
rich saloons. Society is so imperfectly re-established, 
that no private balls are given : they are all public, 
and to these even the most exclusive must go. 
Divorce has become frequent and easy. Women 
change their names with wonderful rapidity : attired 
in a voluptuous Grecian costume, with a red shawl, 
fashionable since the red chemise of Charlotte Corday, 
and hair cropped close *^ ^ la sacrifice,** they throng 
the gardens of the Tuileries. A freedom and fami- 
liarity of manner, unknown to the old regime, mark 
this new world : the language itself is altered : the 
ear has become too much accustomed to the style 
of the Halles. Licence is as strong as of old, but 
it is far more gross and offensive : profligate books 
abound. The revolutionary fever has subsided : blood 
is no longer shed, but corruption prevails : the nation 
has not benefited much by the change. 

It is over this world the beautiful Madame Tallien 
reigns. She is idolized by the young men, with hair 
plaited, and turned up £l la victime, green cravat, and 
crape bound round the arm, who, with stout sticks in 
their hands, fill the Palais Royal, singing the Reveil 
du Peupk : these pass by the various names of Mer- 
veilleux, Incroyables, Muscadins, or Jeunesse Doree 
of Fr6ron. Fr^ron, once the most sanguinary of 
Terrorists, is now suddenly transformed into a 
vehement reactionary : the mission of this "golden 
youth " is to insult and oppress every gloomy look- 
ing Terrorist he may meet in thq street. Thus the 
victims of tyranny understand freedom, when thdr 
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turn is come. Hidden partisans of the Girondists 
come forward every day : Louvet, now married to 
his Lodoiska, reappears in the Convention; but it 
is Tallien and the Thermidoriens who reign supreme. 
The old conventionalists who have aided in the over- 
throw of Bobespierre begin to sigh, and think they 
might have done better. 

Madame Tallien employed all her tact in mollifying 
these subdued Mountaineers : " You are so good, 
with all your abruptness of manner," she soothingly 
observed to stem Legendre. "Your heart is so 
generous," she said to Merlin de Thionville. " You 
have become the Achilles of honest people," was the 
remark the syren addressed to the handsome and 
profligate Barras : ex-noble and ex-terrorist, now her 
devoted admirer, never calling her but Aspasia, 
and not unwilling, it is said, to play the part of 
Pericles. 

But these gentle arts did not succeed equally well 
with all. Some of the Terrorists consented to appear 
in Madame Tallien's drawing-room, and mingle with 
the fashionable assemblage gathered there ; but many 
held sternly aloof from the woman whom they con- 
temptuously called the Cabarrus, and attacked her in 
the Convention itself. Tallien was at length obliged 
to come forward to justify her, and publicly acknow- 
ledge her for his wife. In society the defence of 
Madame Tallien was warmly taken by the Thermi- 
dorien army of young men, formed under her auspices 
and those of her friend Josephine de Beauhamais. 
This army of Muscadins amounted to two or three 
thousand ; the young men who refused to join it were 
inevitably disgraced with all the women. Their ex- 
ploits were at first confined to the breaking of Marat's 
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busts in the public places ; increasing in boldness^ 
they compelled the Jacobins to disperse, and shut 
up their famous club. The keys were brought to 
Madame Tallien, who, showing them in triumph 
to her friends, laughingly said, " You see it was not 
so diflScult." 

The generous and humane influence of Madame 
Tallien, prevented the Parisian reaction from taking 
a sanguinary form ; but in the provinces, where her 
power did not extend, it assumed an aspect almost 
as revolting as that of the Reign of Terror. 
Terrorists were daily assassinated in the streets of 
Lyons: seventy prisoners were in one day massacred 
or'bumed in their prison: eighty perished at Mar- 
seilles. Similar scenes disgraced almost every town 
which had suffered under the previous tyranny* 
Societies known as the *^ Children of the Sun," or 
" Companies of Jesus," were organized throughout 
the south, for the purpose of plundering and killing 
the foes before whom all had cowered in the days of 
their power. 

As events progressed, the influence and popularity 
of Madame Tallien somewhat subsided. Tallien, 
leaving her in Paris, proceeded to Brittany, and 
distinguished himself by his cruelty in the tragedy of 
Quiberon. " Oh I why was I not there," exclaimed 
Madame Tallien, in despair at what her husband had 
done : she felt and knew that Tallien, harsh as he 
was, could never have resisted her entreaties. 

The Kevolution was then in the last convulsions of 
its brief existence. Boyalist conspiracies and ultra- 
democratic movements marked the last years of its 
being; the government became weak and corrupt: 
its vigour and earnestness seemed gone with the 
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Jacobins. Whatever may have been their errors or 
their crimes^ they were, at* leasts the men of the 
Revolution. When they disappear from the scene, 
events seem to become insignificant and degraded, 
like the men at the head of affairs, until Bonaparte 
appears to open the history of a new era. Barras, 
voluptuous, insolent, and despotic, one of the five 
directors who, since 1795, governed France, held a 
sort of court in the Luxembourg ; another director, 
Lar6veill^re L6peaux, attempted to establish a deistic 
faith, called Theophilanthropia, of which the principal 
observances were offerings of flowers to the Divinity ; 
a third director, Neufchateau, presided, with his wife, 
over a little literary circle. The few individuals who 
remained of the old society, looked on this new state 
of things with disgust. Even they were not what 
they once had been. Old Madame D'AngiviUiers, 
attired in fashions thirty years old, gathered a few 
literary friends around her, and gave two dinners 
a week — one to her profane acquaintances, and the 
other to her confessor— in a close room filled with 
flowers and essences, by which the guests were 
almost stifled. These little absurdities, joined to 
others not mentioned here, left the native goodness 
of her heart undisturbed. It was discovered at her 
death that she maintained no less than thirty-four 
families of Versailles. 

The only woman who could in reality represent the 
elegance and good-breeding of the past, united to the 
daring genius of the new era, was Madame de Stael. 
As soon as events permitted her, she left Coppet; 
where, during the whole time of the Reign of Terror, 
she only wrote one work : an eloquent and unavail- 
ing defence of Marie- Antoinette. She came to Paris, 
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and entered with ardour into the political contests of 
the times. Her saloon was thronged by the eminent 
men of every party; two men partly owed their 
elevation to her influence : Talleyrand and Benjamin 
Constant. The ambition of Madame de Stael was 
worthy of her generous character. She wished to 
consolidate the republican government by conciliating 
the parties at variance^ and inducing them to act in 
concert. In this womanly task she unhappily failed. 
The loyalists would yield none of their hopes for 
the future ; the Republicans scorned to profess the 
least repentance of the past ; the Directors remained 
aloof; the so-called Moderates showed themselves as 
irreconcilable as the rest. Whilst all parties thus 
persisted in their obstinacy Bonaparte stepped for- 
ward^ seized on the power^ and crushed them, and 
the freedom which they had purchased with years of 
blood, but knew not how to preserve or defend. 

Next to intellectual and independent men, Bona- 
parte detested intellectual and independent women. 
He liked talent, but only such talent as he could 
controL Madame de Stael soon became odious to 
him. He especially resented the freedom of discus* 
sion, which she loved herself, and encouraged in all 
those who came near her. He wanted to consider 
literature and art as abstract principles, and felt 
irritated to perceive their close connection with 
every question of the day. The attempt he made 
to silence Madame de Stael shows how imperfectly 
Napoleon understood her high and independent cha- 
racter. "What does she want?** he impatiently 
observed to one of her friends ; ** will she have the 
two millions the state owes to her father?" ** The 
question is not, what I want," said Madame de Stael, 
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when this was repeated to her, " but what I think." 
Their mutual enmity soon rose high. Napoleon 
compelled Madame de Stael to leave Paris and 
Parisian society, which she idolized; but he could 
not subdue her spirit ; and in that long, and for hm 
disgraceful struggle, it was still the woman who 
triumphed. In the courts and select society of 
every land of her exile, Madame de Stael carried 
her resentment with her. Everywhere she elo- 
quently declaimed against the despotism of Napo- 
leon, or mercilessly ridiculed the theatrical pageantry 
of his court. There were few important epochs in 
his reign, when the emperor was not made to feel the 
power and sarcasms of the woman of genius whom 
he had so unjustly and imprudently contemned. 

With this woman, the greatest and most gifted 
in intellect her sex has yet produced, closed the social 
and political power of women in France, during the 
eighteenth century. Let us look back and see the 
part they enacted during that ever memorable age. 
Madame du Maine and the Cellamare conspiracy, 
voluptuous Madame de la Verrue, and intriguing 
Madame de Tencin, reappear before us with the ; 
profligate days of the regency : they add to its deep ' 
corruption ; whilst, chastened by penitence, sorrowful . 
Mademoiselle Aisse dies silently, asserting, though ' 
she knows it not, the undying strength of woman's / 
faith and purity. The name of learned Madame du [ 
Chatelet remains associated with that of Yoltaire audi 
his cold philosophy. Madame de la Popelini^re, \ 
graceful and elegant as she is, is only the protectress ) 
of that degraded art which suits a degraded age, when 1 
four sisters became the mistresses of a king. The 
haughty £a.voimte, Madame de Pompadour, has no 
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power beyond that poUticd power she wrings from 
her lover. The philosophic Madame D'Epinay ; the 
good-natured Madame Geoffirin; Madame du DefFand^ 
selfish^ caustic, and ennuy^e ; and impassioned Made- 
moiselle Lespinasse, with so much that is generous 
and true in her erring nature, rule society under 
Louis XY. The abandoned old king dies; Louis 
XVL, young, pure, and weak, ascends the throne to 
reap the thorns his grandfather has sown. Women 
still govern society : Marie- Antoinette, the gay and 
imprudent queen, the clever and supple Madame do 
Genlis, Madame Necker, sedate and grave, have 
their day. But this empty world is passing fast 
away. The storm which has gathered through cen- 
turies breaks forth. Li 'that new contest, destined 
tp ruin her power, woman still takes an active part. 
rShe rules parties, defends a monarchy with Marie- 
' Antoinette, or founds a republic with Madame Ro- 
. land. We behold her avenging outraged humanity 
under the form of Charlotte Corday ; teaching men 
how to suffer and die in every prison and on every 
scaffold ; overthrowing the whole fabric of tyranny 
with the generous Madame Tallien, and defending 
the freedom of thought with the gifted daughter of 
Necker. 

Profligacy, scepticism, daring wit, struggles of 
monarch and people, terror and reaction, would 
indeed have existed without her; but they could 
not have been what they are now in the history of 
that age, had woman remained inactive and apart. 
If she did not do more good, let it be remem- 
bered that her power was conditional: it was 
confined within fixed limits, and submissive to 
that spirit of the times which both men and women 
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obeyed. Yet it is sad to reflect how much, that 
could have been effected, was left undone. Morals 
might have been preserved more pure, and their 
purity is woman's own peculiar care ; faith need not 
have fallen so low ; a spirit of charity and peace 
might have been difiused, instead of one of bitter- 
ness and strife. The passionate impulse which pre- 
cipitated France in her career was partly owing 
to women: had they tempered instead of accele- 
rated the fever of the day, so many dark and 
mournful pages need not have been found in the history 
of their country. As it was, their part was still great 
and striking. They gave more grace to wit, more 
daring to philosophy, more generosity to political 
contests, and more heroism to defeat and death. 
For those who know how to look beyond the mere 
surface of history, the action of woman in France 
during the eighteenth century will not soon be for- 
gotten. She appears in that age — the most remark- 
able since that of the Keformation — connected with 
every important question. We behold her giving a 
stronger impulse to literature, aiding the develop- 
ment of philosophy and thought; and, like man, 
earnestly seeking, through all the mists and errors of 
human knowledge, to solve the great social and 
political problems which stiU agitate us in our day : 
the legacy of the past to the future. 



THE END. 
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